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PREFACE

WitH the tip of the feather of my quill between my lips,
I sit wondering how I am to recommend these miniature
monographs. “ Here they are, my forty men and women,”
but what diminutive creatures, to be sure! They are a
selection from the ten-minute sermons which, for some time
past, I have been delivering every week to the congregation
of the Sunday Times. 1 make no apology for their brevity,
since that was inevitable. Books, very properly, have to
be satisfied with what crumbs of space may fall from the
platters of Football and the League of Nations. If Litera-
ture were bigger, Golf would have to be less bulky, and
how dreadful that would be !

The best of newspapers is in itsphysical essence ephemeral, -
and its substance is like breath upon glass. If we miss it
for a week, it is lost for ever, and lost are all the labour and
solicitude of the artist. In any case, therefore, I must
have clung to some of these pygmy children of my pen,
but (positively) quite a number of their original auditors
have asked to have them reprinted. It amuses me to
revive the old rubric—** published by request of friends” ;
and I respond with alacrity, lest the demand should be
withdrawn.

If the complaint be made, on turning over these pages,
that the general tone is ““ personal,” again I cannot find
an apology, except this, that the most divergent themes
are comfortably studied only where there is consistency
in their treatment. It would be disconcerting to believe

i



viii Preface

insatiable reader of good books for fifty years without
discovering some pathway through the maze. That
pathway must be his personal response in vibration to the \
appeal of certain elements where he independently detects J
them. E G

that a man of fair intelligence can be the incessant a.nd?

March rgar.
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THE LAST YEARS OF
DISRAELI

ANY impatience which may have been felt by readers
who have waited ten years, since the publication of Mony-
penny’s first instalment of the biography of Disraeli, will
cease when it is noted that by means of this delay Mr.
Buckle has secured material of the first importance which
‘would otherwise have been denied to him. The fifth and
sixth volumes deal with the last thirteen years of the
statesman’s life, when the superficial aspect of the story
was within the vision of most persons now middle-aged.
What was not within that vision were the inner detail of
his management of the Eastern question, his correspondence
with Queen Victoria, and his intimate friendship with the
Ladies Chesterfield and Bradford.

These three topics give an original and an absorbing
interest to Mr. Buckle’s new volumes, which, without these
additions, they would not possess, and for these it would
have been worth while to wait ten years more. Their
value cannot be over-estimated. It is bare justice to Mr.
Buckle to note that, with all this new material flung upon
his shoulders, he has not been overwhelmed, but has
pursued his biographical advance slowly and yet ﬁrmly
to the close of one of the most romantic and amanng
careers that the world has ever seen. If Disraeli is not
now comprehended, it is no fault of his latest and best
biographer, but resides in the native mystery of a man
who was the Sphinx among his fellows.

3
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The fifth volume opens in 1868, with the Irish Church
and with Disraeli’s tardily acknowledged sovereignty over
the Tories in the following year. For me to discuss, ever
so briefly, the political aspects of the narrative would be
to waste time, for this is a matter in which I can pretend
to no competency. Bright becomes dizzy and Dizzy
becomes bright in this turning world of Parliament, but
I must not presume to hold up the kaleidoscope. Enough
in this short space if I dwell a little on two aspects, the
literary and the personal. For my own part, the central
entertainment of these last volumes gathers round what
has been hitherto quite unsuspected by the public, the
place held by two noble ladies in the life of the statesman,
after Lady Beaconsfield’s death in December 1872.

The Queen led the chorus of her people in her outspoken
sympathy with Disraeli in “ his first hour of desolation
and overwhelming grief.”” These were not unmeaning
words; the bereavement was all the more acutely felt
because of his isolation in the midst of public affairs,
and of the habit he had formed of immediate communion
on all subjects with his wife. He wrote: ““ I owe every-
thing to women; and if, in the sunset of life, I have still
a young heart, it is due to that influence.”” He had reached
his sixty-ninth year when he formed a fresh attachment,
the record of which forms the most remarkable chapter
of Mr. Buckle’s book. La Rochefoucauld, whose knowledge
of the human heart was usually profound, had said that
‘“ on ne revient guére de ’ambition A I’amour.” He him-
self was a celebrated instance of the falsity of this state-
ment, and Disraeli must now be added to those few who
have taken the return journey from ambition to love.

The only element absent from this record of passion is
the perhaps negligible one of youth, which was markedly
missing on both sides. Disraeli, with a certain premoni-
tion, had laid it down in Lothasr that three-score and ten
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is the age of romantic passions. The ladies with whom
he now fell violently in love—for there were two of them—
were beautiful, high-born, discreet and tender, but neither
would be called strictly youthful. The widowed Lady
Chesterfield was his senior by two years, her still-married
sister, Lady Bradford, was nearly sixty. Disraeli had
known them for more than forty years, when, in 1873,
he suddenly fell in love with them both at the same time.
He proposed marriage to Lady Chesterfield in March 1874,
but though, as the poet says, Euphemia served to grace
his measure, Cloe was his real flame.

In wishing to marry Anne, Lady Chesterfield, whom
he loved second-best, he evidently hoped to remove all
objection to his constant companionship with Selina,
Lady Bradford, whom he loved best of all. Marriage was
refused him, but the intimacy continued to Disraeli’s last
hour, each of the ladies surviving him to the age of eighty.
Their letters to him were, at their desire, destroyed at his
death ; his to them were kept, and to our great good fortune
have been placed in Mr. Buckle’s hands. They not merely
preserve the minutest details of Disraeli’s social and political
experiences during the last eight years of his life, but they
illuminate in the most engaging way sides of his character
which would otherwise have remained obscure. No one
will exhaustively comprehend the character of Disraeli,
but we come nearer than ever before to solving the riddle
when we study the Bradford-Chesterfield correspondence.

The course of true love did not run quite smoothly.
Euphemia-Anne, though she would not marry him, accepted
the elderly statesman’s adoration without demur; but
Cloe-Selina felt obliged to rebuff its embarrassing ardours.
Tortured by her reserve, he threatened, at the very moment
when he was steering the Public Worship Regulation Bill
through the House of Commons, to fly for ever to some
beautiful solitude to escape from his dark and harassing
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existence. “I have lived,” he, however, conceded, “ t
know that the twilight of love has its splendour and i
richness,” since Lady Bradford absolutely forbade him t
stalk in its noontide sunshine. When he moderated th
extravagance of his raptures, she accepted his service
again, and he continued to be through all the crucial
political crises her enamoured swain. In a moment of
caprice, she told him he was a *“ humbug,” but she knew
very well that he was not that. What was he, this
infatuated lover of seventy-two, who held the fortune
of England in his hand?

He was evidently a man whose subtlety of intellect was
equalled by the simplicity of his affections. When Lady
Bradford ceased to be startled by the vehemence of Disraeli’s
language, she resigned herself to the charm of their delicate
and beautiful relation. No one was scandalised by it;
Queen Victoria, always inclined to be a prude, smiled upon
it and protected it. There can be no question that Dis-
raeli’s daily conversations with his sensible and sympathetic
friend illuminated his last years, and sent him down smiling
to the grave. Mme. de Sévigné, who judges these things
better than any one else, has said of a similar pair of elderly
lovers, “ Rien ne pouvait étre comparé i la confiance et
au charme de leur amitié.”” Selina, Lady Bradford, is a
portrait added to the small and discreet gallery of women
who have consoled the isolation of great public men by
the intimate tenderness of their sympathy and their
intelligence,

The space given to literature in the new volumes, though
occasional, is important. It is occupied by Lothasr, by
the General Preface of 1870, by Endymion, and by a
fragment, not hitherto reprinted, from * The Times,” which
has no title, but may be conveniently spoken of as Falconet.
When Disraeli was turned out of office in 1868, twenty-two
years had elapsed since the publication of his latest novel,
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Tancred, but he had never ceased to think of himself as an
author. Mr. Buckle confirms the delightful legend that he
included Queen Victoria with himself as * we writers.”{
His knowledge of English life in its most elaborate forms|
had expanded until no one was better fitted than he to'
give what Froude called a perfect representation of patrician
society flourishing in its fullest bloom.

That society was in its most sumptuous and redundant
flowerage just before the Franco-German War, and Disraeli
proceeded to gather a bouquet of its splendid blossoms,
merely, by a wave of his Oriental wizardry, turning its
lilies into gardenias. His nosegay was Lothasr, unques-
tionably the most opulent of his romances, and that which
will go down to posterity as the most characteristic of his
lavish genius. Mr. Buckle gives an admirable analysis of
the book, and clears away any doubt which may have
existed as to several of the modified portraits which it
contains. I would remark, however, that he throws no
light upon St. Aldegonde, one of the most amusing figures
in the story; nor on Mr. Pheebus, in whom some features
of Leighton may perhaps be discerned. Theodora and
Clare are salient ; the charming Corisande, on the contrary,
seems to have no definite outline. Constant mockery of
the “ cumbrous” style of Mr. Gladstone, ““so involved
and infelicitous” in expression, offers evidence of the
extreme attention which Gladstone’s great rival paid to
the technical part of writing. The early chapters of
Lothair display the fact that Disraeli’s pen was rusty
from long disuse when he returned to imaginative author-
ship, but this was soon remedied, and the remainder of
this novel is typical of the writer’s complete mastery of
a redundant, epigrammatical, and sonorous style.

Ten years later, and after incomparable public vicissi-
tudes, he completed yet another great romance, Endymion,
which appeared in November, 1880. He was now seventy-six
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years of age, and all his mannerisms, both of character
and style, had become fossilised. Although the remark-
able interest which attaches to this book is patent, I
cannot follow Mr. Buckle in all that he says of its positive
merit. Meanwhile, I must, in parentheses, call attention
to Mr. Norton Longmans’ account of his visit to Hughenden
to complete the arrangement by which his firm paid £10,000
for the copyright of Endymion. The diverting incident is
inimitably told, and it is not merely amusing in itself,
but it illustrates the mystery with which the venerable
author now loved to drape the simplest arrangements of
his existence.

The strange title of the novel is explained at last by
Mr. Buckle, for Lord Rowton’s statement that it was
named after Endymion Porter, who was “ apparently”
an ancestor of Lady Beaconsfield, carried no conviction
Mr. Buckle most ingeniously infers that it was a kind o
cryptic compliment to Selina, Lady Bradford, Endymion:
having been the infatuated lover of Selene the Moon. '
The novel is full of passages which only Disraeli would
have written. His pomposity had now become a kind of
conscious irony, as when, in writing to the Queen, he
called the public-houses of the North of London the ‘* gor-
geous palaces of Geneva.” It is not the excess of this
verbiage which fatigues the reader of Endymion, but
rather an exhaustion of the author’s mxagmatlve redund-
ancy. It is doubtless a symptom of this decline in inven-
tion which makes Endymion fuller than any other of his
novels of crude and palpable ‘ portraits’’ of prominent
people.

There remains the fragment which I have dared to
christen Falconet, the ten existing chapters of which form
a most welcome appendix to Volume V. It is Mr. Buckle’s
opinion that this was started directly Disraeli had finished
Endymion, that is to say, late in 1880. Mr. Buckle’s

\
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knowledge cannot be challenged, but in this case does he
know? He gives no documentary evidence whatever for
his statement. In the absence of direct knowledge, I am
inclined to doubt the fact. Falconet is, in every respect,
in style, in character-painting, in congruity, superior to
Endymion. The attempt to sketch the career of a species
of Gladstone, seen through Disraelian spectacles, promised
to be as brilliant as anything in Lothas?, and is started
with even greater sobriety and vigour than the beginning
of that novel. I hazard the belief that if Falconet had
been continued, it might have been Disraeli’s masterpiece.
. In Endymion, to my mind, there are many evidences of
waning power, if not of senility; in Falconet there are
none. Indeed, were it not for a direct reference to Lothasr,
possibly introduced as an afterthought, I should conjecture
that the former was written early in 1869, in response
to the suggestion made to him by a publisher immediately
on his resignation. This, however, is an enigma that
Mr. Buckle alone, if any one, can solve, and I hope he
will indulge us with his autherity for dating Falconet so
late as the end of 1880. If he is correct, it is only one
more instance of that extraordinary revival of imagination
in great writers in far-advanced years, of which there are
several instances in literary history.

I quit Mr. Buckle’s fascinating volumes without having
touched on all that makes them of deep political importance,
but the cobbler must stick to his last.
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BOYTHORN IN THE FLESH

“ THERE'S no simile for his lungs. Talking, laughing, or
snoring, they make the beams of the house shake.” So
said Mr. Jarndyce, leaning back to enjoy the image of his
friend Mr. Laurence Boythorn, in the immortal pages of
Bleak House. Disputes may arise as to who was and who
was not “ meant” by this or that figure in fiction; but
no one—not Dickens, nor Forster, nor Landor himself—
ever questioned that Boythorn was a studied portrait. of
Walter Savage Landor. I find on my table a Bibliography
of the Writings in Prose and Verse of that voluminous
author, in which Mr. Thomas J. Wise and Mr. Stephen
Wheeler, specialists of high repute, have produced a
treasure-house of things rare and new. It is issued for
the Bibliographical Society, and can be purchased from
that excellent body for one guinea. It contains a frontis-
piece, I think hitherto unpublished, in which the amazing
Landor sits exactly as Boythorn sat, ‘ with his head
thrown back like an old soldier, his stalwart chest squared,
his hands like a clean blacksmith’s;’”’ no one could look
more gallant, more absurd, or more extraordinary.

What he was in physique he was in intellect and imagina-
tion : inconceivably boisterous, as soft as a turtle-dove,
chivalrously polite, preposterously insolent, passionately
voluble, obstinately silent. Landor was Boythorn trans-
lated into literature, expressing the most implacable
sentiments in a voice of thunder which failed to disturb
the very small canary perched above his forehead. The
man was not more curious than his writings, and indeed

13
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the writings are the man. Exactly as they are we conceive
him. Resonant, vehement and tender, they are full of
extravagance and inequality, but their merits are extreme
and their very absurdities prepossessing. Yet Landor
is of unquestioned English classics probably the least
known.

The bibliography compiled by Mr. Wise and Mr. Wheeler,
a monument of elegant industry, suggests certain reasons
for this partial and relative neglect. One is the characteristic
way in which Landor wrote and published his compositions.
It was part of his idiosyncrasy to think himself so certain
of the approval of posterity that he took no pains what-
ever to present his writings to the public in any rational
or. consistent form. Again, falling in his prolonged and
angry old age into extreme poverty in exile, the task of
editing his works was left to John Forster, who was not
sure of his own legal position in the matter, nor conveniently
prepared for the laborious task of collecting the poems
and pamphlets which Landor had so long been flinging
upon the winds.

A third reason, of course, was the peculiar flavour of
Landor’s work in prose and verse, a taste for which has
to be acquired, like that for olives or for some crus of
Burgundy, the aroma surrounding theim being infinitely
attractive to a few gourmets, but not popular, nor easily
affected, even by those who wish to be thought connoisseurs.
Moreover, Forster, who had great merits as a friend,
neglected in this instance to exercise them. He drove,
with a strange and vehement jealousy, all competitors
forth from a field which he would share with none, and
yet he carried out the task with the utmost indifference
and slackness. He edited the ‘“ works” of Landor in
seven casual volumes, omitting a large proportion of the
minor writings, and then sat down to guard the copyright,
as if all were for the best in the best of all possible editorial
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worlds. The result is that Landor is the one great English
writer who has never been ‘‘ collected.”

The collecting of him has been rendered for the first
time possible by the enthusiasm of Messrs. Wise and
Wheeler, in whose hands it is not a word too much to
say that Landor starts upon a new lease of existence. As
they point out, the fact that no public library in the United
Kingdom contains all or nearly all Landor’s published
writings, affords by itself a criterion of the obstacles which
had to be surmounted in producing a mere list of them.
In a surprising number of cases only one copy seems to
“have survived, and there are five works, known to have
been published, of which the editors have been unable to
discover a single example. This, I suppose, is a case
unparalleled in our literature for the last two centuries.
The lost works are Sponsalia Polyxene®, a Latin poem
published at Pistoja (of all places!) in 1819; a pamphlet
addressed, no one knows when, to the Burgesses of War-
wick; two poems, issued together in 1852; a small prose
volume called Letters of a Canadian, published in 1862 ;
and another paper of poem-twins of unknown date. Any
one casually lighting upon any of these will be like a sports-
man who penetrates the brushwood of New Zealand and
stalks a living moa. But people who wsll publish their
works in Pistoja and Warwick and Pisa are wilfully laying
a trap for oblivion.

" A considerable number of Landor’s shorter works were
published at Bath, and all these have become very rare.
When Sir Sianey Colvin wrote his admirable Life in 1881,
he was obliged to state his conviction that not a single
copy of one of them, the Simonidea, of 1806, had been pre-
served. Few books have been searched for more assiduously
than this, with the result that eight copies are now known
to exist. The contents, mainly in English, but some in
Latin verse, prove interesting and valuable. Addresses to
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the famous * Ianthe’’ (Sophia Jane Swift) appeared in
Stmonidea for the first time, and she is doubtless * the
woman who loved me’” who marked with a pencil those
of his MSS. which she wished to form this volume. The
most hardened scoffer at bibliography will admit that this
was a book which could not be allowed to disappear. It
is not so with all the rarities. There would be many a
dry eye if the Poche Osservazioni of 1821, a solitary copy
of which exists in the British Museum, were to vamsh
altogether. A tendency to print needless ‘ osservazioni”’
was one of Landor’s weaknesses.

The bibliographical life of our author is divided into
sections, the first of which ranges from The Poems of Walter
Savage Landor in 1795 to Count Julian in 1812. With
the exception of one or two pamphlets and the Latin
Idyilia Heroica, there is here a complete break in Landor’s
ardent and voluble publications until 1824, when the
Imaginary Conversations began to take their course. Lan-
dor had devoted himself to the writing of tragedy, in
which he believed that he had ‘‘ at last acquired the right
tone, and was treading down at heel the shoes of Alfieri.”
But the Longmans refusing to publish one of his plays,
even at the author’s cost, Landor flew into one of his
towering passions, and committed Ferranti and Giulio to
the flames. Count Julian was happily saved, but another
torrent of passion sent the comedy of The Charitable
Dowager to destruction, and Landor, at the age of thirty-
seven, solemnly renounced verse-publication for ever. He
had tried to attract notice as a poet, and (he declared)
had failed; he ‘“laid down the burden” of authorship
and ‘ abandoned its tissue of humiliations.”

Of course, this was a lover’s vow, only made to be broken,
but it is a fact that he printed no new English verse of
the least importance unfil 1834, when he included a large
number of lyrics in the prose Citation of William Shake-
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speare. He wrote a good deal of dramatic verse, of which
Andrea of Hungary, in 1839, is an example; but he de-
stroyed much more than he preserved. The reference to
Alfieri in the letter I have just quoted is curious, because
the close parallelism between Landor and his Italian
predecessor seems to have escaped attention. Alfieri’s
tragedies, which are no longer read, appear to have been
Landor’s model, and they have the same hard conciseness
and what Matthew Arnold called ‘ narrow elevation” as
his. The personal character of Alfieri, with his stoical and
yet romantic passion, had points of close similarity to that
of Landor.

The productions of the first period, of which I have
spoken, are specially calculated to attract the collector,
who, as the accepted favourites of the auction-room become
more and more difficult to secure at a price which is not
prohibitive, ought to be looking out for pastures new.
With Messrs. Wise and Wheeler’s fascinating quarto before
me, I urge upon budding bibliophiles the cultivation of
Landor, and especially of his first period. It contains
twelve items, all of which are rare, and several practically
unattainable. But what exercise can be more fascinating
than to hunt in the gardens of the booksellers for such
blue roses as the Simonidea, or the Commentary on C. J.
Fox (1812), of which one copy is known, or the Iambi of
1800, or the Moral Epistle to Earl Stanhope (1795), which
even the British Museum does not possess? Not quite
so rare as these, and intrinsically far more interesting, are
the Gebir of 1798, the Poems from the Arabic and Persian
of 1800, and the odes Ad Gustavum of 1810. These are
hidden, like enchanted queens, in secret places, but gold,
that insidious magician, may not impossibly reveal them
to the man who waits patiently enough.

The purpose and value of the writings of Landor were
long misinterpreted and neglected. This was especially the

c
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case with his poetry, of the reviewers of which he said in
his vivid way that they were like mischievous boys crushing
with a garden-roller a whole bed of crocuses. In order to
remedy a neglect which has been largely redeemed, since
Sir Sidney Colvin’s biography, by various isolated writers,
but which is still far too general, we ought first of all to
be able to refer to as much of Landor’s surviving work as
possible. Strange to say, after the lapse of several genera-
tions, no complete edition of his verse has ever been issued,
nor do those collections which exist give the biographical
and bibliographical notes which are needful for the com-
prehension of the reader. Will no one undertake for
Landor’ the task which has been carried out by Buxton
Forman for Shelley and Keats, by Lord Ernle for Byron,
and by Mr. Lucas for Lamb? The perusal of the biblio-
graphy before me leads to the conviction that this is one
of the most urgent needs of English literature at this
moment, since Landor has been the most cynically neglected
of all our great national writers.

Examples of this neglect occur in such unexpected
places that one is tempted to believe that the ghost of
Walter Savage Landor is afflicted with the Evil Eye. No .
one seems to approach him without turning head over
heels. Messrs. Wise and Wheeler give a series of amusing,
but highly disconcerting examples of the persistent mis-
quotation from which he suffers. One of the first critics
of our time represents Landor as saying that the Evening
Star was “‘ overheard,” when it was merely “ overhead,”
and that the sorceress in Gebsr complained of her “ rights,”
instead of her “ rites,” being divulged. Another editor
presented an ““ ebbing sun’’ beating upon the shore; but
Landor wrote an “ ebbing sea.”” After these, texts which
print “ insincerity’’ for * sincerity’ and * destruction”
for ** conservation’’ seem merely impish. But Oxford will
certainly take note of an appendix to Messrs. Wise and
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Wheeler’s bibliography, in which the accuracy of the
Historical English Dictionary is very seriously taken to
task. They say that, for the purposes of that standard
work, the writings of Landor have been “ read with an
amazing indifference to details.”

A great many of the errors which they print in crue
sequence are probably due to the fact that the helper
who undertook to search for words in Landor used the
two-volume edition of the Works of 1846, which teems with
mistakes. The edition of 1876 is that which is nearest to
completeness and accuracy. If the Oxford lexicographer
had referred to this it would have saved him from a
long list of inexactitudes, and would have enriched the
dictionary with such pleasing words as ‘‘ obstreperance,”
“lilihood,” and ‘‘ dystheists,” which he appears to have
overlooked. But Landor has not yet had the care applied
to his text which so great a master of our language demands,
and after the publication of this meticulous bibliography
there is no longer an excuse for neglect.
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IF ever a man was born with a gold spoon in his mouth,
that man was George Wyndham. All the good fairies
gathered round his cradle, and not one went away without
leaving a rich gift behind her. He came of high and
ancient lineage, without being hampered by rank; he
was surrounded by all that money can supply, but without
the burden of excess of wealth; his physical beauty was

remarkable; his temperament was genial and generous; i

he desired to please, and found it only too easy to do so.
He had all the accomplishments, all the graces, and a
brain so well balanced that in the midst of his fascination
he preserved his judgment.

He moved like a greyhound among those heavy beasts
of burden, our politicians. He flashed about our social
and public life in such a luminous mist that his real nature
has never been precisely understood, and since his death
a flow of adulation, some of it very irritating, has threatened
to make comprehension impossible.

But George Wyndham's amazing luck persists. He has
now found for his literary executor the very individual
who, if any one can, should make his character intelligible.
Mr. Charles Whibley, who edits these Essays in Romantic
Literature (Macmillans), is one of the soundest critics of
letters whom we possess. His opinion is founded on a
lifelong study of the craft; it is rooted in the humanities,
ancient and modern. The forty pages of his introduction
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present for Wyndham's immortality a plea the skill of
which is almost concealed by its gravity and adroitness.
Mr. Whibley neither protests too much nor repels by excess
of praise. Those whom certain hysterical effusions have
disgusted must revise their prejudice in this clear and level
light.

The essays here collected represent, in the main, the
literary work of Wyndham’s life, and we have to reflect
that, though he strove hard to keep them from being
desultory, they are, in fact, brief and isolated. It seems
that he designed a great book on romance; Mr. Whibley
prints the scenario, of which about half exists in the volume
before us. The rest was never written, and we are, there-
fore, called upon to give very high rank to the author,of
six or seven glowing chapters, which, it must be admitted,
have little relation with one another. There is no thesis,
no general trend of argument in Wyndham's work. It
reminds us of the undergraduate’s essay, of which Jowett
said, “ Very clever, but you don’t seem following any
particular line of thought!” It is full of emotion and
ornament ; it is felicitous in expression, and chivalrous in
sentiment, but it does not make any strong impact on the
attention.

Henley, whose action on the mind of Wyndham was
salutary, warned him of his weakness: “ You are all for
altisonancy and colour,”” he protested. When Wyndham set
out for Alexandria in 1885, he said he felt like ‘“ Antony
going to Egypt in a purple-sailed galley,” and all through
his writings we feel too vividly the flapping of the purple
sail upon a gilded mast.

Mr. Whibley is so crafty in defence that he rarely gives
the devil’s advocate a chance, but he leaves a loophole on
the page which he dedicates to Wyndham’s account of
Villon. We smile when Mr. Whibley remarks that Wynd-
ham describes the ““ shames” of Villon’s life without “a
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hint of irrelevant censure,” but we weep when he goes
on to call R. L. Stevenson’s essay on that poet “a sad
aberration in criticism.”

Long ago, Gaston Paris had remarked on the extra-
ordinary indulgence which all English critics showed to
Villon’s adventures, and when Stevenson, a little later,
wrote his criticism, he, for the first time in English, dis-
tinguished the poet from the malefactor. In my judg-
ment, nothing in Stevenson’s analysis of Villon’s character
was incorrect, although, perhaps, a little juvenile in expres-
sion. The genius of Villon was beautiful, his character
was detestable, and why the latter quality should not be
honestly acknowledged, I fail to comprehend.

Villon was a very great poet; he was also a rogue and
a robber, who committed murder too often for the occur-
rence to be an accident. There is absolutely nothing in
his obscure and criminal record which is to be admired,
except its picturesqueness. It was characteristic of
Wyndham that the picturesqueness overweighed all other
considerations, and this leads us to his main romantic
fallacy—the confusion of asthetic passion with moral
energy.

When we seek for the reason why George Wyndham,
with all his elegance and charm, failed to make a deep
impression on his time, we find ourselves face to face with
insoluble private problems. But we can at least attempt
to examine his technical characteristics. He took pains,
in the intervals between riding to hounds and addressing
the House of Commons, to write well. Mr. Whibley gives
a most interesting account of the mode in which, in 1892,
he began to serve a ‘‘ rigid apprenticeship to literature,”
and above all to study prose under the guidance of Henley.

I can supply a little note of still earlier date. In 1889,
when for a short time I was editing a certain magazine,
George Wyndham sent me a poem. I could not publish
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his verses, but I asked him to write a prose study for me.
He was very modest about his incapacity, but he was
persuaded to try, and he produced an excellent article,
which was revised (I may be so indiscreet as to add) by
a very eminent personage indeed. This essay was, or I
am much mistaken, the earliest of George Wyndham’s
published writings, and he wrote it with noticeable care.

If some reserve seems called for in dealing with George
Wyndham’s charming studies in chivalrous romance, it is
mainly on what may be called ethical grounds. He did
not realise how much strength and body are added to a
man’s work by its being firmly based on moral principle.
He was a fairy born before the Christian era; ‘‘ he looked
with wonder upon the world,” as Mr. Whibley says, and
it was never quite a real world to him. The consequence
was that, passionately as he loved books, they were never
quite real books; they were liable to turn into dry leaves
when Titania rode by.

The essays now collected have an element of fairy
sadness in them, because of this light hold of their delight-
ful writer upon the basal facts of life. We read in the
great chorus of ““ Hellas’’ that “ Pan and Love, and even
Olympian Jove, grew weak when killing Truth had glared
on them.” George Wyndham thought that by putting up
a screen between the antagonists he could worship Pan and
Love, and Truth as well. It was a gallant effort.
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LATIN having been cultivated, since the Middle Ages,
almost exclusively for instruction and very little for
pleasure, the schoolmaster has inevitably come to be the
arbiter of what shall or shall not be read. It is perfectly
natural that those who teach a language should wish the
attention of those who are taught to be concentrated on
what is purest in grammar, on what, in fact, is the normal
standard. In consequence, the reading of late Latin
authors, even of the Silver Age, has been discouraged,
and of those subsequent to what is known as “ classical
Latin "’ almost forbidden.

But the collapse of the ancient world is intensely
interesting, and its literary records full of entertainment.
To stop at Tacitus and Statius is like stopping at Gibbon
and Goldsmith, and it is rather irritating to be told that
Ausonius or Tennyson is ‘ decadent.” The admirable
Loeb Library, which fishes in all the waters of antiquity,
has responded to a natural curiosity, and presents us with
a text of Ausonius, excellently edited and translated by
Mr. H. G. E. White. That Mr. White cannot resist a
little denigration of his subject, and cannot persuade
himself to realise what poetry meant in the fourth century,
does not lessen our gratitude for his elegant and painstaking
edition.

In the Roman world three hundred years after the birth
of Christ literature in prose and verse was very widely
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cultivated, and towards the middle of the century Ausonius
had become unquestionably the most eminent of living
writers. This does not prove him a great author, but at
least it makes him an object of interesting speculation.
He was a pure Frenchman by both parents; he was born
at Bordeaux about 310; he was educated at Toulouse and
returned to Bordeaux as a professor. After thirty years
of class-teaching he was appointed tutor to the future
Emperor Gratian, and honours were heaped upon him.
After the success of the rebellion of Maximus he went
back unharmed to Bordeaux, where he lived very cosily,
and died at the age of over eighty.

The author of The Decline and Fall has dictatorially
put it that “ the poetical fame of Ausonius condemns
the taste of his age.”” Perhaps it does, but in spite of the
taste of his age, Ausonius is an extremely captivating
figure. For one thing, he proves that the age appreciated
literature, since purely on the score of his intellectual
attainments this middle-class Frenchman rose to the highest
honours in the Roman State. For another thing, while
his inequality as a poet is obvious, I do not know how
imaginative beauty can be denied to his best verses. Of
his idyll, Cupid Crucified (which was translated by Thomas
Stanley in the seventeenth century), Mr. White has not
a kind word to say. It seems to me, in spite of its
blemishes, like one of the lovely Pagan designs that
Italian draughtsmen of a thousand years later loved to
draw and paint. Mr. Mackail, the one critic who has
done justice to Ausonius, praises his “ modernism” and
his “ classic beauty ”’ in terms which I modestly commend
to the attention of Mr. White,

Ausonius is the only ancient poet whose daily life we
can closely follow. Pedants have reproved him for being.
so chatty about himself, but I adore him for it. I find
in his diffuse Ephemeris something of the delightful .
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garrulity of Montaigne, who was a Gascon, like himself.
Ausonius is wide-awake sooner than his valet, who has to
be roused by a shout and ordered to bring the poet his
slippers and his lawn tunic. The poet is in too great a
hurry to eat his slice of honey-cake, a refreshment which
answered, I suppose, to our bedside cup of tea. While
his servant is putting out his clothes, Ausonius washes
and says his prayers, not very warmly, for after a long
-orthodox outpouring, he artlessly exclaims, ‘‘ Well, that’s
enough prayer to God!” (satis precum datum deo), and
hurries out to interview the cook. Ausonius has a luncheon
party to-day, six persons, including the host, and he is
anxious that it should go off well. Then, having settled
the order of the dishes, he hastens away to his library,
breathlessly, for Ausonius is always in a hurry. He
summons his secretary, whom he charges to write with
rapidity while he dictates a set of verses. Then follows
luncheon, and when the guests are gone, after a delicate
meal (Sosias, the cook, has dipped his fingers in the sauce
and sucked them to make sure of the flavour), Ausonius
goes back to his books, and, when dusk is coming on and
he can see to read no longer, he walks in his garden in
the exquisite Aquitanian twilight, and then dedicates an
hour to reflection under the boughs of his vast elm-tree.
Then to bed, with a good conscience, and a hope that his
slumber will not be vexed by evil dreams. How un-Latin
this picture is, and how French! We feel that another
civilisation than that of Rome is setting in, and that the
ancient world has ended.

In the museum at Tréves there is to be seen a bas-reliet
representing a wine-boat on the Moselle, carrying four
huge casks and a crew of eight persons. This precious
remnant may belong to the fourth century, and may
illustrate contemporaneously a passage in the best sur-
viving poem of Ausonius, the Mosella. When his pupil
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Valentinian I. entered Germany in triumph, he appointed
his old teacher professor in Tréves, and Ausonius burst
into trills of grateful song. He celebrated the emperors
and Treves itself and Bissula, a fair Boche damsel who
was assigned to him as part of the loot, but most loudly
of all he celebrated the river Moselle, its wines, its fish,
its trade, and superlatively its landscape.

There are but few descriptive poems in Latin literature,
It is true that, ‘‘ as every schoolboy knows,”” Horace takes
us very dryly to Brindisi, but it is rarely that we get
anything but the baldest summary of facts. The Latins
were not interested in natural scenery, with the solitary
exception of Ausonius, to whom, it seems to me, Mr. White
is sadly grudging of praise, although he has translated the
Mosella with so much taste and care. When we speak of
Ausonius, we ought not to be thinking of Wordsworth or
any romantic nature-poet ; if we must have a parallel, let
it be Pope, whose brilliant and conventional description
of the Thames, in Windsor Forest, seems to me like, but
not nearly so good as, Ausonius’ description of the Moselle.

Mr. White is haunted by the sense that Ausonius was
‘‘ unappreciative of the human sympathy which should
pervade true poetry,” and he is for ever scolding his
subject for being “ barren of ideas’ and destitute * of
a gleam of insight or of broad human sympathy.” This
censure seems to me quite out of place, and to be founded
on the romantic fallacy so common in recent criticism.
Apple-trees are reproved for not producing peaches, and
the critic does not trouble to ask whether the apples are
good of their kind. Mr. White is so completely dominated
by his romanticism that he is unable to see how precious
are the indications of family life given in the little medal-
lions of his relatives in the Parentalia, where Ausonius
warbles about his brothers-in-law and his grandfather and
his maiden aunts, those “ avowed virgins” Hilaria and
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Dryadia, Cataphronia and Veneria. (Ausonius had a larger
number of aunts than any other person whom I recall in
literary history, except the poet Gray.)

Mr. White wants everything in poetry to be loftily
sentimental, but poets belong to their epochs, and the
fourth century in the Empire was not given to sentiment-
ality. What is remarkable about Ausonius is a quality
for which Mr. White has not a word to spare, sensitiveness.
His nerves are wide awake and ready to respond to every
appeal of sight or sound or touch. To call him “ rheto-
rical” is merely to employ a phrase; the author of the
exquisite observations in the Mosella, which even Mr, White
is forced to admit are happy, was much more than a rhetor;
he was occasionally a poet of a very delicate order, who
obeyed the call of his age, and who has left us an imper-
fect but exquisite impression of its range of taste. Mr.
White, who is a learned grammarian and a scholar of
high distinction, must forgive me, who am neither, for
taking into consideration, what grammarians dislike to
consider, the amount of relative enjoyment to be found
in the writings of the best authors of a bad period.

The fourth century was a happy hunting-ground for
rhetoricians, and they flourished throughout Gaul. Auso-
nius gives us amusing particulars of his own education,
superintended by his uncle Arborius, a great rhetorical
big-wig in Bordeaux. In later life he celebrated nearly
fifty of his professors in a cycle of lyrics; Bordeaux was
evidently delivered up bound into the hands of the gram-
marians. All unconscious of the coming cloud of Visigoths,
the professors drank claret, and played backgammon, and
expounded Quintilian in speeches which were “like a
torrent in full spate, yet one that whirled down pure gold
without muddy sentiment.” Ausonius disliked the Greek
language, which was patiently instilled into him by three
worthy Hellenists, No hint of punishment or puerile

D




34 Books on the Table

restraint is hinted at; Ausonius always had a very good
time. One of his teachers was called ““ The Lascivious,”
in jest; “though the name was a libel on his upright
life, he never forbade its use, because he knew it amused
his friends’ ears.” A delightful, easy-going world of

Bordeaux, in its glass-house, just before the storm of the

Barbarians.

Mr. White promises another volume of Ausonius, but I
do not know how he will fill it. Most of the poet’s works
must have been lost, and we need not bewail them. There
exist his Epigrams, which have been praised, and which
. were admirably translated into French by a lover of the
Silver Age, Rémy de Gourmont. There exist the Epistles,
twenty-five in number. What else there may be I do not
know, but evidently what is essential is to be found in
the present volume. .

—— i~
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THE original author of The Diall of Pyinces, Don Antonio
de Guevara, Bishop of Guadix and official chronicler to
the Spanish King Charles V., was a Franciscan monk who
took a very prominent part in the revival of letters at
the beginning of the fifteenth century. His fame, during
his lifetime—and, indeed, for a long time after his death
in 1545—was European. Students of Spanish literature
have remarked with surprise, without being able to explain
the fact, that while writers such as Villalobos and Oliva,
whom Spaniards declare to be the witty pioneers of the
rejection of Latin in favour of an elegant Castilian, were
from the very first totally unknown outside Spain, Guevara,
who was no wittier or wiser than they, enjoyed universal
popularity abroad. There are these puzzling inequalities
in human fortune, and it is often not easy to account for
them.

Guevara was the contemporary of Erasmus and Macchia-
velli and Rabelais. These authors still enjoy an immor-
tality of fame. Although they may not be read every day
of the week by a frivolous generation, still, there they
are; they are quite alive, whereas Guevara, who was their
rival in their own countries, and who seemed destined to
outlive them all, has long been dead.

This may seem an ungracious way of welcoming a new
venture which is admirably presented to us by Mr. K. N.
Colvile, but the fact is that whether Guevara is dead or
alive has little to do with our interest in North’s Diall
of Princes. The Relof (Mr. Colvile prefers the older form
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of “ Relox”’) de Principes, which was brought out in folio
in 1529, was Guevara’s longest and most important ven-
ture. He had already published, in 1527, The Golden Book
of the Emperoy Marcus Aurelius, which anticipated the
Relof, and heralded its popularity.

Both these works were received, as I have said, with
rapture, but probably not much read in Spanish outside
Spain. Twelve years after Guevara’s death an English
admirer wrote that * by his staid life God hath been
glorified, by his wholesome doctrine the people of Spain
heretofore, and by his sweet and savoury writings we and
sundry other nations at this present, may be much profited.”
The writer of this sentence, which is highly characteristic
of Guevara’s foreign reputation, is believed to have known
little Spanish, but to have read his author in a rather
loose French translation.

Meanwhile it would appear that the enormous fame of
Guevara was already sapped in Spain, where the Reloj was
attacked as not being what it pretended to be—a trans-
lation of a Greek manuscript in the Florentine Library.
Professor Fitzmaurice-Kelly (whose name I am surprised
not to find mentioned anywhere by Mr. Colvile) tells us
that this discovery brought Guevara into trouble with a
variety of antagonists, and particularly with the Court-
Fool, who seems to have ‘‘ unmasked the imposture with
malignant astuteness.” In England and France and Italy,
however, people knew nothing of all this—and, indeed,
as The Diall of Princes was treated as a romance, why
should they? What interest for us the book possesses
depends upon its place and influence, in its purely English
form, in the development of English prose.

The original English edition—a perfect terror to the
indolent—contains, we are told, ‘ 1,000 small quarto pages
of very closely set black-letter type.” Not only must
Mr. Colvile be the only person now living who has read it
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through, but it is amazing that three centuries ago it
should have been not merely read, but eagerly and enthu-
siastically devoured. It is usually called a novel, but it
would be almost as appropriate to call Butler's Analogy
a romance. The author takes the speeches and letters of
Marcus Aurelius point by point, and develops them with
long, winding arguments and stately illustration. The
only excuse for calling the book a ‘‘novel” is that a
great part of it is written in the form of a dialogue with
a lady called Faustine. This represents in the mind of
Guevara the Empress Faustina Annia, who rewarded ill
the long-suffering of her philosophical husband. In the
so-called romance the lady holds her own in argument
very well, the Emperor losing his temper with her a little,
but never going so far as to say, with a later poet,

‘“ Even He who cast seven devils out
Of dal

Could y d:n :s much, I doubt,
For you, Faustine.”

Mr. Colvile mercifully spares us the entire * romance,”
but has picked out copious passages, which he has arranged
in an anthology of 250 pages—quite enough to give the
most exacting reader an impression of a curious but
interminable book.

At the time when, as was said a hundred years later,
“ scarce any book except the Bible was so much translated
or so frequently printed” as the Reloj, Guevara occupied
the time and care of at least five or six English translators.
Of these two were Lord Berners and, later, Sir Thomas
North, each of them prominent in the development of
English prose in the middle of the sixteenth century.
Both of these men translated, not from the original, but
from the French, although Sir Thomas North is believed
to have made some reference to the Spanish. When the
latter translated the Relof, of which Mr. Colvile here gives
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us so serviceable a contraction, North was a young man
of twenty-two; he had not arrived at that mastery of
the new English which he afterwards showed in his mag-

nificent version of Amyot’s Plutarch, which has been -

universally admired for its racy and vivid picturesqueness.
Sir Thomas North enjoys the honour of having influenced
Shakespeare’s style more certainly than any other author.
In Antony and Cleopatra and in Coriolanus the poet has
paid North the compliment of borrowing considerable
passages from his Plutarch with hardly the change of a
word. What a debt we all owe to North is well brought
out by George Wyndham in his eloquent preface to the
six volumes in the ‘‘ Tudor Translations " edition of 1895.

The version of the Relof does not offer quite the same
attraction, partly because Guevara was a writer infinitely
inferior to Plutarch, with nothing of his liveliness and
charm, and partly because North had, in 1557, not attained
the vigour of style which he exercised a quarter of a
century later. Still, The Diall of Princes, which has never
until now been reprinted in modern times, has great
interest from the point of view of the breaking away of
English prose from its medizval bondage, and Mr. Colvile
deserves our thanks for restoring it to us in a shape which
renders it possible for a modern reader to study it.

Thomas North’s long and sumptuous Dedication to
Mary, ““ by the grace of God Queen of England, Spain,
France, both Sicilies, Jerusalem, Naples, and Ireland,” is
an excellent example of what prose had come to be, at
its best, by the middle of the sixteenth century.

Lord Berners, who must certainly be greeted as the
earliest writer of modern English prose (if any one doubts
it, let him but compare the periods of Lord Berners with
those of any other of the successors of Caxton), was now
dead, and the impulse he had given to the cultivation of
a purer and brighter style had not been taken up, or at
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least no evidence of such a revival had been printed. But
in 1553 came Wilson’s A% of Rhetorique, our earliest example
of deliberate literary criticism. North, though he acted in
complete opposition to Wilson’s charge to English writers
not to ‘‘ powder their talk with overseas language,” was
probably stirred by the A7 of Rhetorigue. At all events,
he was to be the leader of the new prose, and in that
connection his early experience with The Diall of Princes
has a great deal of value for us.

Mr. Colvile enters at considerable length into the ques-
tion whether the translations of Sir Thomas North had an
encouraging effect upon the very curious ornateness which
was to fall upon English prose, almost like an infectious
disease, during the next generation, and to be called
“ Euphuism”’ from the popular moral romance of Lyly.
The subject is one which is too elaborate to be gone into
here, but for my own part I see very little trace of The
Diall of Princes on the texture of Ewphues. The senten-
tious moralisings of North’s translation, his excessive use
of antithesis, are found, of course, in Lyly, but they were
the habit of the age. The new spirit expressed itself in
this form, which seems cumbrous and tedious to us, but
which fascinated readers in the reign of the Tudor monarchs.
On the other hand, what is properly called “ Euphuism”’ :—

‘ Talking of stones, stars, plants, of fishes, flies,
Playing with words and idle similes,”

is not at all characteristic of North. But this is a matter
which cannot be conveniently treated here.

A word must be said about * The Scholar’s Library,” of
which this is the first instalment. I wish it all good luck
under its present editor. Its object seems to be to reprint
such works as are well known by name, but which, from
one cause or another, have escaped republication. The
truth is, these are no longer very numerous, and the books
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now promised are scattered over a wide field. I am glad
to see that the Plays of Nicholas Rowe are included; I
do not think that Rowe has been edited since the eighteenth
century. Weever's Funeral Monuments is a curious and
valuable work, now scarce in its original form. But I
would suggest to the editor of *“ The Scholar’s Library”
that A Selection from the Prose Writings of John Donne
is superfluous, after the anthology so skilfully made by
Mr. Logan Pearsall Smith.
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THROUGH the kindness of the executors of a friend my
library is enriched by a valuable memorial of him. Robert
Ross, who died in his sleep one night in October, 1918,
dwells in the thoughts of a multitude of men and women
who feel life emptier for his absence. His character, which
was a very strange one, invites analysis, but may easily
evade it. There was something of Don Quixote in him,
and a little of Malvolio; he was ‘ misplaced in Illyria,”
as Charles Lamb would say. He loved to support lost
causes and to advance paradoxical opinions ; his mind was
almost always out of key with the age we live in. He
had a passionate horror of injustice, and a wild deter-
mination to correct it, without any counting of the cost.
The result was that he suffered much, and perhaps he
was even the innocent cause of some suffering to others.
If I mention this, it is because it was matter of general
knowledge, and because I mean never to refer to it again.
These electric storms die down into silence in the tomb.

Robert Ross was not essentially a writer, although twelve
years ago he published a volume of whimsical essays
called Masques and Faces, parts of which are sparkling
with wit, while other parts are rather poor. He was not,
in the first instance, a writer, but a talker. Conversation
was the natural medium of communication with him, and
in the rapidity of his mental movement, his fantastic
flights of paradox, and the astonishing breadth of his
knowledge, he was highly remarkable. During a general
onset of talk he would be; hat in hand, at first a smiling
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and dangerous listener, whose acquiescence was ““ too good
to be true.” With attentive affability he would allow the
fabric of assumption to reach its height, and then destroy
it with a single stroke. What, however, will be remem-
bered longest is not his laughter, nor his easy erudition,
nor even his extravagant ideals, but his quixotry of self-
denying generosity. He wore himself out in deeds of
active kindness. He was disinterested almost to excess,
and indefatigable in practical beneficence. He was a
finished expert in several arts, but especially in the art
of benevolence.

But, to turn from Robert Ross to his bequest, the book
which I now hold in remembrance of him is a very fine
copy of a folio which is rarely met with in good condition.
It is the first (and only) edition of Heywood’s elephantine
epic, The Hierarchie of Angels, published in 1635. The
author, who has rather infelicitously been called our
‘ prose Shakespeare,” was probably over the age of sixty
when he wrote it. The dates of Heywood’s birth and
death are unknown; but he was a Lincolnshire man,
educated at Cambridge, and perhaps a fellow of Peterhouse,
who came up to London about the year 1600, and imme-
diately plunged into such a riot of composition as was
never known before or since. He wrote for the stage, and
his 4 Woman Kill'd with Kindness and The English
Travelley are still admired; but the appalling fact is that
by 1633 he had ““ had either an entire hand, or at least
a main finger’’ in more than 220 plays! Where is your
Lope de Vega now? Most providentially, about two
hundred of these dramas have been lost, and I earnestly
hope that they may never be found, not because those
that remain are not interesting, but because we may have
too much of a good thing. Later on, like many other
seventeenth-century wits, Heywood seems to have become
pious, and to have grown ashamed of play-writing, but
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the madness of the pen was still on him, and he composed
epics, essays, translations with frightful industry. He was
full of talent, with a spark of genius, but it was his
cardinal fault to be intolerably chatty.

Apart from his dramas, The Hierarchie of Amgels is
Heywood’s most valuable contribution to literature. It
was produced ‘‘ regardless of expense,” with full-page
plates, the engraving of which was paid for by infatuated
patrons. No one in the seventeenth century or since has
had the courage to reprint an epic which runs to the
formidable bulk of 622 pages; and therefore to the student
of our poetry this text of 1635 is particularly valuable.
We get into the habit of regarding Paradise Lost as a
solitary monster, as the only religious epic in the language.
But it is merely the best—by far and beyond approach
the best. The Hierarchie of Angels is a poem on the
same scale as Milton’s, written more or less with the same
purpose—that is to say, to give an artistic rendering to
Biblical theology. Indeed, Heywood’s subject, although
nominally ‘' the names, orders, and offices of the blessed
Angels,”’ prominently includes * the fall of Lucifer with
his Angels,” than which nothing could be more Miltonic.

It was the weakness of all the narrative poets of the
earlier part of the seventeenth century to dissolve into
rigmarole, but there. is none of them more disjointed and
discursive than Heywood. He cannot keep to his point,
and the irritated reader sometimes wonders whether he
was conscious of any point to keep to. He divides his
poem into nine books, which he calls * Tractats,” and he
names each * Tractat” after a heavenly domination. But
he gets lost in interminable wanderings, and when we
expect to be told about * The Cherubim,” we are put off
with the Manichees, and why Christ was ** typically figured
in Aaron,” and what Athenodorus * was wont to say,”
and what happened to Dercillides * being sent of an



48 Books on the Table

Embassy to King Pyrrhus.” It is useless to look for a
guiding thread; we can but lean back with hands folded
and let Heywood carry us along in his enchanted boat,
without a course, without a star, but driven by his melody,
which is often considerable. He is particularly happy in
a rush of fine words, such as this, which deals with the
magical property of gems :—
‘ Unto the Sun the Carbuncle is due,

And Hyacinth of colour, green and blue;

Adamant and Chrystall to the Queen of N:ght

To Saturn, Onyx, and the Chrysolite;

The Sapphire with the Diamond to Jove,

The] r and the Magnet Mars doth love;

and Sardyx Venus doth not hate,
Nor Mercury the Topaz and Achate.”

For “ hyacinth” and ‘‘ achate” we now say ‘ jacin
and “agate’; I do not know why the Greek name
*smaragd” was abandoned two hundred years ago in
favour of the French “ emerald.”

The learning displayed in The Hierarchie of Angels is
positively intimidating. One marvels how, in those days,
when there were so few books of reference, the poet could
even have come across a tithe of the information he
lavishes. He must have been as insatiable a reader as
he had been a writer of poetry. It should not be sup-
posed that his epic is one solid mass of thirty thousand
verses. It is relieved by prose essays, called ‘‘ observa-
tions,” sandwiched between the Tractats, and these are
stiff with pagan, patriotic, and philosophical learning.
Heywood had studied with care the Divine Comedy of
Dante, a writer greatly neglected in England in the
seventeenth century. He appears to be on easy terms
with every astrologer, every devil-worshipper, and every
emblematist of the Renaissance. He lightens his own
load, and indulges his passion for rigmarole by printing
a great number of translations from the Greek and Latin
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poets. What long dialogues out of Lucian and tirades
from Seneca have to do with the Thrones and the Domi-
nations it is quite impossible to say, but there they are,
and often they are excellent of their kind. They are so
good and so numerous that it might be worth while to
pick them out and reprint them as a separate volume,

The plates are elaborate, and by various hands; one
is signed by Droeshout; this is not Martin Droeshout,
who engraved Shakespeare’s bust, but his brother John.
Some of the designs are glowing with unconscious humour,
In that dedicated to the Seraphim, a bulky Seraph floats
in air over a narrow sea, which, in defiance of geography,
flows with violent current between Jerusalem and Delphos.
Both cities are in flames. Some ibexes have galloped
down to the shore to look on, and in the foreground is
an enormous rabbit, like a young elephant. Fabulous
fishes, larger than whales, disport in the flood. The
meaning of this composition escapes me.

It was, I imagine, the fine condition of these plates
which attracted Robert Ross, who was not particularly
interested in early English poetry. They mark the state
of English engraving in 1635, under the prestige of Rubens,
and in the immediate influence of Vorstermann. The
very elaborate frontispiece is by Thomas Capell, whom
Evelyn praises so highly. The best plates are those de-
signed and engraved by George Glover, but none are in
very good taste or very brilliant in execution. English
engraving was in a state of transition; the Flemish prac-
tice was dying out, and the French had not come in.
Fairthorne was still in Paris, studying under Robert
Nanteuil, and engraving did not really revive till he came
back to England. These, I presume, were among the
considerations which attracted Robert Ross to The Hier-
archie of Anmgels. He was particularly sensitive to the

historical atmosphere of art, as distinguished from the dry
E
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detail of iconography. His imagination loved to recon-
struct the taste of bygone epochs, and I can believe that
he was able to comprehend the feelings of the men who
expended a wealth of ingenuity and labour on work so
little intelligible to us as the plates in this neglected folio.

L e e —
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THERE was a Bishop of Ypres at the beginning of the
seventeenth century, whose name was Cornelius Jansenius.
He wrote a huge book called Augustinus, in which he re-
called the Church to the doctrines of St. Augustine, and
attacked the Jesuits, who immediately responded to the
challenge. The new Puritan Catholics of Port Royal
accepted the views of Jansenius soon after the death of
that Bishop in 1638. The Jesuits appealed to the Pope,
who took four years to read the Awugustinus, and then
vaguely banned it as containing certain doctrines which
were ‘‘ semi-Pelagian.” Port Royal, mainly by the voice
of the great Arnauld, expostulated against these charges,
and denied that the heresies in question were to be found
in Jansenius.

The controversy about ‘ efficacious grace’” and “ suf-
ficient grace’ now began to occupy universal attention.
Under examination, Arnauld bluntly declared that the
** semi-Pelagian”’ doctrines did not exist in the writings
of Jansenius, and were the invention of the Jesuits. He
was threatened with ecclesiastical penalties, and some day
about January 18, 1656, he gathered his friends round
him at Port Royal and read them the reply which he
proposed to make. When he had finished the friends
preserved a respectful silence, and Arnauld felt that he
had failed. His style was cold, heavy, and involved.
Conscious of his supporters’ disappointment, he turned to
a young layman, a mathematician in his thirty-third year,
Blaise Pascal, and said: ‘ You, who are so ingenious,
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si curieux, you ought to do something for us!” Pascal
could but obey, and the result was one of the most famous
books of the world.

Nicole had complained that the writing of Amauld,
whom he worshipped as a teacher and a man, was ““ solidly
dry and dryly solid.”” There was nothing dry about the
new protagonist, for whom Nicole at once began to pre-
pare material. Pascal must have found Jansenius heavy,
and the Molinists dull beyond expression, but Nicole dug
out the metal with which Pascal forged his burning arrows.
On January 23, for he lost no time, there was published
in Paris an anonymous letter, ‘‘ written to a man in the
provinces by one of his friends on the subject of the present
disputes in the Sorbonne.” This was the earliest of the
celebrated Lettres Provinciales, seventeen of which ap-
peared in rapid succession during the next two months.
In the first three letters Pascal defends Arnauld, who,
nevertheless, was finally condemned on February 15.

Pascal then turns on the enemies of Port Royal, and
begins his fierce attack on the Jesuit Fathers. He has
been reading the Casuits, and they have made his hair
stand on end. He considers all theological subtleties as
worse than useless unless they lead directly to a holy
life. When we reach Letter V the blow has fallen
upon Port Royal, Arnauld has been degraded and is now
hiding in Paris, while the famous school is broken up and
the boys (Racine was amongst them) dispersed to their
homes. Pascal lost all compunction; he charged the
Jesuits with deliberately encouraging moral laxity, and
treated them as murderers and robbers. The intellectual
world, overwhelmed by his eloquence and wit, rejoiced in
the discomfiture of the foe.

As long ago as 1768, Voltaire, who greatly admired the
Provinciales, and who could not be accused of the least
weakness for the Jesuits, but whose intellectual probity
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was complete when personal prejudice did not interfere
with it, pointed out that Pascal, in composing his exquisite
book, had not been strictly just to his opponents. His
entire argument rests upon a doubtful basis. Port Royal
charged the society, as a whole, with extravagant opinions
which were merely personal to certain Spanish and Flemish
Jesuits. Equally damning passages might have been
quoted from individual Dominican and Franciscan fathers,
but this did not enter into Pascal’s design. His aim was
to attach obloquy to the Jesuits in particular by proving
that they had laid a plan for deliberately corrupting the
morals of society, which is a thing, as Voltaire remarks,
that no sect or group of sane human beings ever yet thought
of doing.

But in polemics the great object is to render your enemy
ridiculous by arguments which he cannot press back upon
you, and this is what both sides were trying to achieve
in the famous * querelles de la grice.” Pascal did it with
infinitely more skill and wit than his antagonists, but he
was scarcely more unbiassed than they were. He wrote
with conviction, but he wrote as an advocate. He was
full of ardour and courage, and ready for any service
which could help the cause he had so eagerly adopted.
We must think of him not yet self-subdued to the humble-
ness of his later contrition. It is not the sorrowing martyr
of the Pensées whom we meet in the Provinciales, but
a young man still triumphant in the pride of genius. What
Pascal dared to call the “ impious buffooneries’’ of the
Jesuits, that is to say, such looseness of statement as is
abhorrent to the conscience of the mathematician, in-
furiated him and inflamed him, and he gave the enemy
no quarter.

A feature of the greatest writers is that their works, in
spite of their extreme familiarity, are never exhausted.
There is always a *“ new view’’ obtainable of Shakespeare
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and Cervantes, of Goethe and Pascal. Dr. H. F. Stewart, .

whose admirable Holiness of Pascal placed him in the
forefront of those who have studied the Christian philo-
sopher, not merely gives the reader, in his new edition of
the Provincial Letters, a fuller and more luminous setting
to the text than it has perhaps ever had before, but he
indicates a line of thought which is not familiar to most
of us, and which deserves close attention. It was started
by M. Emest Jovy in his Pascal Inédit of 1908, and it
simply is that Pascal, who was an unflinching Jansenist
when he began the Letlers, was retreating from the Port
Royal sect even while he wrote them, and ended his life
in complete disillusion. M. Jovy was set on the track of
this theory by discovering the notes which Father Beurrier
made of his last conversation with Pascal just before his
death.

Dr. Stewart expands the view that the great philosopher
was slowly abandoning, not Augustinianism, which he sup-
ported staunchly to the end, but the cramping bigotry
of Port Royal. Nicole, as early as 1657, was drawn away
from the friends he had served so enthusiastically, into
the very camp of the Thomists. He could not bear the
harshness, the fierceness, of the extreme Port Royal, and
it is not sufficiently remembered that Nicole wrote long
afterwards: ‘“ Feu M. Pascal, avec qui j’ai eu le bien
d’étre trés étroitement uni, n’a pas peu aidé A nourrir en
moi cette inclination.” .

The general public in England and France no longer
takes the violent interest in theological disputes which it
took in the seventeenth century. We can with difficulty
realise the passion which animated a country town like
Micon to suspend all business while a boy, dressed up as
“ Sufficient Grace,” dragged through the street a dummy
Bishop of Ypres, with blackened features and a paper
mitre. During the Oxford ‘Movement eighty years ago,
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purely theological questions awakened extreme general
excitement, and perhaps the reverberation of Newman’s
Apologia may help us a little to realise the sensation created
by the Provincial Letters. But the latter was far more
violent and universal. The theme of Grace, that is to
say, divine help to carry out human free will, offered
casuistical difficulties which fascinated readers of every
class.

The subject was one which encouraged wire-drawn dis-
cussion of a kind unwelcome to the modern spirit, but
excessively attractive to Pascal’s contemporaries. It laid
a snare for churchmen, who have always been constitu-
tionally tempted to be less honest in argument than men
of the world. This lack of honesty was exposed by Pascal
in terms of such exactitude, brevity, and lucidity as the
world had never seen before, The flashing sword of irony
had never yet dissected the flabby forms of casuistry with
such wonderful exactitude. By the end of the Third
Letter, all emancipated minds were on Pascal’s side, and
victory was assured.

Then he turned to ask why the Jesuits had attacked
the doctrine of grace so grossly, and how they had dared
to accuse Arnauld of accepting certain heresies which
turned out not to be in the text of Jansenius. He fastened
on the ethics of Jesuit teaching, as displayed in their
behaviour to Arnauld, and we must remember that what
makes the Provincial Letters so vivid and glowing to us
to-day, in spite of all the dreariness of ‘‘ probalilism’’
and “ tutiorism,” and the rest of the musty formulas, is
the fact that the Letfers are instinct with friendship and ~
courage, and the writer as secure in his daring as he is
light-hearted in his enthusiasm.

The point at which the Letires Provinciales have exer-
cised most direct influence over English opinion doubtless
is their exposure of Jesuit casuistry. If Dr. Stewart is
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correct in his theory that Pascal was slipping away from
his allegiance to Port Royal before Letter XVIII was
written, it is almost whimsical to consider that he had
already prepared some centuries of misconception for his
enemies. In England the prejudice against the Society
of Jesus is deeply rooted. We had a proof of it the other
day in the reception of Mr. Justice Darling’s surprising
outburst. On the other hand, the extraordinary fascina-
tion which the legend of Port Royal has exercised over
successive generations of Englishmen is doubtless to be
accounted for less by English adherence to the doctrines
of Arnauld and Mother Angélique (since what has Pro-
testantism to say to the Miracle of the Holy Thorn?) than
by the superficial resemblance of the Solitaries to the
ascetic Puritans of our own seventeenth century.

One of the most puzzling problems connected with
Pascal is the strange way in which the Provincial Letters
came to an end. There were seventeen letters, collected
in the quarto first edition of February 1657. My own
copy of this rare volume has an eighteenth letter added
to it, with many other curious appendices. The fragment
of a nineteenth letter was not published, but has been
found; it breaks off in the middle of a sentence. I recol-
lect no other of the great books of the world which exists
in so truncated a state, in spite of the fact that the author
had full opportunity to conclude it. The body of the
Pyovinciales consisted of the seventeen letters only, and
the subsequent ones were written after the reception, on
March 17, 1657, of the Bull of Pope Alexander VII.
Whether, as M. Boutroux and other leading Pascalists
suppose, Pascal was so much reassured by the indigna-
tion of French churchmen, even of many bishops, against
the Bull that he regarded his work as finished ; or whether,
as others hold, he shrank from further exasperating the
rage of the enemies of Port Royal, it would not be easy to
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decide. No one speaks on a matter of this kind with
more authority than Dr. Stewart, who sums up his own
conviction as follows :—

“ Add to the gradual and increasing external pressure
[from Rome], Pascal’s inward movement away from Port
Royal towards a more human system of thought, as indi-
cated in the last two Letters, and you have all the reasons
for a weakening of the offensive. But of a weakened
offensive Pascal was of all men the least capable. He
could not adopt a middle way. It is consonant with
his character that he should have ceased writing as
abruptly and impetuously as he had begun.”

This is ingeniously said, but I cannot think that it quite
solves the enigma, and as to a weakened offensive, the
supporters of this theory seem to have forgotten for the
moment that when Pascal, on his death-bed, was asked
whether he was sorry that, in the Provincial Letters, he
had been so hard on the Jesuits, he replied no, he only
wished he had been harder still. But it is a pleasant idea,
if we may really dare to encourage it, to think that Pascal
grew less and less in sympathy with the excessive Puritan-
ism of the Jansenists. Here in England and Scotland we
have only just escaped the tyranny of those who invent
new sins and crush mankind under loads which God never
laid upon it. 'What would have become of the civilisation
of France if the spirit of Port Royal, which so many English
people sentimentally admire, had really prevailed ?
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IN 1913 Mr. Thomas J. Wise printed privately, in an
edition of only twenty copies, from the unique manu-
script in my possession, a preposterous and ribald poem
by Swinburne called ‘“ The Cannibal Catechism.” At
that time we were unable to discover any particulars as to
the purpose of the piece or the circumstances of its com-
position. From the high spirits and the lyrical skill which
it displayed, as well as from the character of the hand-
writing, we could be sure that it belonged to the early
’sixties. Later I discovered that my MS. had originally
passed through the hands of Charles Bradlaugh, but still
there was no light on its origin.

Through the kindness of my distinguished friend, the
veteran Sir Edward Brabrook, I have now been able to
trace the history of this curious poem, which illustrates
an episode in Swinburne’s life which has hitherto wholly
evaded biography. If it is somewhat indecorous, we must
remember that we are dealing not with the tame old captive
whom a younger generation went down to Putney to visit
thirty years later, but with a flaming creature, instinct
with genius, whose vagaries were the wonder and terror
of society. ‘‘The Cannibal Catechism” belongs to the
flowering period of *‘ Atalanta in Calydon” ; it was written
in 1865.

In 1863 Dr. James Hunt (1833-1869g), an eccentric
ethnographer, whose pretensions to scientific authority
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were rudely contested by Huxley, founded the Anthro-
pological Society, which lasted till his death. It con-
tained a certain number of serious seekers after truth,
like Sir Edward Brabrook; it also contained, no doubt,
several persons of vivacity whose main object was the
humiliation of Mrs. Grundy, a savage tyrant in those
days. In April 1865, Algernon Swinburne joined the
Society, and was among the latest, if not the very last,
of those included in its list of Foundation Fellows. At
that time council meetings sat in the afternoon of the
days when evening meetings of the Society were to be
held for the reading of papers, and this led to the foima-
tion of a club for members to dine together in the interval.
As I have indicated, the spirit which animated many of
the members of the Society was that of revolt against con-
ventionality, and this became, in fact, the bond of union,
and almost the condition of membership of the club, in
testimony of which it was christened the Cannibal Club.
Dr. James Hunt, as President of the Antbropological
Society, was naturally chosen to be chairman of the club.

The Cannibal Club met at Bartolini’s Hotel, near Leicester
Square, close to the Society’s meeting-room in St. Martin’s
Place. It dined in front of a mace, which represented the
ebony head of a negro gnawing the ivory thigh-bone of a
man. To thisobject Swinburne irreverently gave the name
‘“ Ecce Homo” ; it was always placed on the dinner-table
opposite the president. The Jtalian cooking at Bartolini’s
became the text for many jokes of a more or less anthro-
pological nature, often, as I understand and can well
" believe, more witty than delicate. Before the poet joined
the club he dined as the guest of one of its members, and
it is believed that the club induced him to join the Society
rather than the Society the club, since he was never a
serious ethnographer. He was invited to become a member
of the club as soon as he had qualified himself by being
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elected a Fellow of the Anthropological Society. He was,
between 1865 and 1869, a regular attendant at the club
dinners whenever he was in town. The poem which I
possess, called ““ The Cannibal Catechism,” was written
with the purpose of being recited or sung on solemn oc-
casions after or during the banquet, but no one remembers
that it ever was so performed. Swinburne, however, was
the life and soul of these parties, and Sir Edward Brabrook,
the sole survivor (I suppose) of these cannibal feasts, recalls
that Swinburne “ evidently enjoyed himself very much”
at them.

His chief cronies at the Cannibal Club were Sir Richard
Burton, who is believed to have introduced him, and
Thomas Bendyshe, a fantastic character, then one of the
Senior Fellows of King’s College, Cambridge. In the
records of the Anthropological Society the minutes of a
discussion on a paper read before the Society on March 17,
1868, have been preserved, the subject of the paper being
‘* Europeans and their Descendants in North America.”
Mr. Swinburne joined in the debate, and praised both Poe
and Walt Whitman, the latter being still high in his favour.
He said, among many other things, that “ in his opinion
American intellectuality was an original, distinct native
product, not derivative from any other country,” and he
instanced Emerson as a writer who could not have been
produced except by America.

Soon after this date, and particularly after the tragical
death of its President, the Cannibal Club fell into desue-
tude. In February 1871, Richard Burton made an effort
to revive it, and the old members were invited to attend
“a Cannibalistic gathering.” Swinburne’s answer was:
‘1 shall come and bring my friend (Simeon) Solomon.—
Yours in the Cannibal faith, A. C. Swinburne.” The
members dined together, and “‘ enjoyed a delightful even-
ing,” but, as frequently happens in such cases, the old
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spirit could not be galvanised into new life. The Cannibal
Club met no more, I believe my readers will think this
odd little passage of literary history worth recording, and
again I thank Sir Edward Brabrook for helping me to
preserve it.
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WayY cannot Western Europe hit upon some uniform
system for the transliteration of Russian proper names?
It is positively maddening to have to choose a spelling
every time a modern writer has to be quoted. When the
author of The Cherry Orchard was first introduced to
English readers he was called Chekhov. But before that
he had been spoken of as T'schechow. That was felt to
be altogether too formidable, and he was presently
re-baptised as Tchekhoff, with Tchekhov and Tchekhof as
pleasant little variants. Now Mrs. Garnett foists Tchehov
upon us. To my shame, I read no Russian, but I cannot
believe it necessary to spell in six different ways the name
of a writer who was alive so lately as 1904. As one of
these forms seems to be just as good as another, I refuse
to abandon Tchekhov, in which, through English and
French translations, I became, like most Western Euro-
peans, acquainted with his remarkable genius.

During the half-dozen years which preceded the late
war, the stories of Anton Tchekhov were widely read in
this country. When Tourgenev, Tolstoi, and Dostoievsky
had been completely accepted, and had become classics,
the curiosity of English readers passed on to a later genera-
tion. It met with a considerable number of writers, each
espoused by an admiring band, and each, no doubt, recom-
mended by some quality of force or originality. We were,
about 1910, NOt a little infatuated with what we supposed
to be the genius of Russia.

Most of these authors, as we look back over a decade,
are a little tarnished now; their reputations have become
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rusted over, and we no longer rave about their merits,
But there was one who was neither squalid nor mere-
tricious, who neither piled murder upon murder, nor
poured the balms of sentimentality over tramps and
harlots, who, marvellous to relate, Russian though he was,
possessed in full measure the wholesome gift of humour.
This was the delightful Tchekhov, to whom, having en-
joyed his novels and his plays, every one will be glad to
be brought nearer by reading the Letters which Mrs.
Garnett has selected from his published (or, perhaps,
unpublished ?) correspondence. To her selection she has
prefixed a Memoir “ abridged and adapted’ from one
which, we are led to suppose, has been printed in Russia.
It is dangerous to adapt and abridge, and this part of
the work has been carelessly done. The Memoir, though
extensive, and in many instances interesting, fails to tell
us when the novelist was born, or where; it does not say
when or why he became a physician; nor when or how
he became an author. These facts—not, surely, of slight
importance—can, it is true, be recovered from the text of the
Letters, but they have been *“ abridged ’ out of the Memoir.
Although he said that he suffered from “a disease
called autobiographobia,” in other words, had too much
good sense to wallow in self-revelation, Tchekhov’'s Letters
abound in those personal touches which are the life of
epistolary literature. In one of them he betrays several
of the secrets concealed by Mrs. Garnett: “I, A. P.
Tchekhov, was born on January 17, 1860, at Taganrog,”
he says. So recent a phenomenon is the supremacy of
Russian fiction that we may note that, modern as Tchekhov
seems, he had reached maturity before the death of any
one member of the great generation. He was obliged to
choose a profession early in life, and he began to study
medicine at the age of twenty. Throughout his career,
his familiarity with the facts of science preserved him
from many of the vagaries of his coevals. He was
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remarkable for being always on his guard not to outrage
the laws of life, and he smiled at some of the absurdities of
the self-styled * realists.” A

In one of his letters, we find the odd remark that ‘ the
conditions of artistic creation do not always admit of
‘complete harmony with the facts of science.” It would
have been interesting to induce him to develop this state-
ment. Novelists of the highest merit have described the
deaths of inebriates from spontaneous combustion, a
notion fraught with picturesqueness. Would Tchekhov
have admitted in fiction a scene the possibility of which
is denied by his own medical faculty? At any rate, in
the light of his sterling good sense, he wrote “‘ to the class
of those who rush into anything with only their own
imagination to go upon, I should not like to belong.”

If, however, as Tchekhov says, his wife was Medicine,
his mistress was Literature. From the first, his letters give
us the impression of two motives, an insatiable curiosity
about life, and an irresistible impulse to fix his observations
in durable form. As a lad we find him deeply influenced
by Turgenev and by Gontcharov, an interesting selection, as
these two writers were artists, pure and simple, with nothing
of that evangelical passion which, from opposite points of
view, occupied the thoughts of Tolstoi and Dostoievsky, and
swept them up to such strange heights of prophecy.

In later years, when the young Tchekhov was active in
the field of letters, Tolstoi, who regarded him with benevo-
lence, regretted that he was ““ only a very clever photo-
grapher.” He was much more than that, but Tolstoi
perceived in him the absence of the prophetic ardour. It
is remarkably absent in these letters, which, on the other
hand, are full of keen and comic observation, melancholy
thought, response to every change of light and shade, but
without the slightest aptitude for reform or even censure.
Tchekhov, as we follow him, shares with us his impressions
of the world. In his company we find life crowded and
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difficult, but profoundly amusing. All the little fugitive
affairs which make existence exhilarating and distressing
flit like effects of light and shadow across the mirror of
~ his correspondence. He betrays himself, as his own
Trigorin does in The Sea Gull, and we witness the struggle
between his active artistic invention and the languor of his
Russian temperament. :

At the age of twenty-one he began to write, and presently
to publish in the newspapers, short stories. He was
squeezed for money from the first, and although at one
time and another he was in possession of considerable
sums, like poor Henri Murger he never ceased to hunt ““ cet
animal féroce qu'on appelle la piéce de cent sous.” Mr.
Maurice Baring has said that Tchekhov ‘ represents the
extreme period of stagnation in Russian life and litera-
ture’’ which followed the Russo-Turkish War. In passing
this judgment, I presume that he was thinking of the
novelist’s earlier writings, since it hardly seems to describe
with justice the works of his maturity.

Doubtless, in 1886 and 1887, when Tchekhov was pro-
ducing the stories and sketches which originally attracted
attention, it was true that his almost colourless agglomera-
tions of minute detail did represent a spirit of stagnation,
of utter calm before the storm. No one has appreciated
better than he the Russian predilection for mere incident,
for the chronicling of little successive events, no matter
what their individual importance nor what their lack of
relation to other events. That they are incidents is
enough to awaken the inscrutable Russian mind to passion.
All this is curiously and amusingly illustrated by Tchek-
hov’s early letters. Here is a fragment, selected almost
at random, which may give a notion of the easy, flowing
caprices of the correspondence :—

“It is not much fun to be a great writer. To begin
with, it’s a dreary life.. Work from morning till night,
and not much to show for it. Money is as scarce as cats’

i
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tears. I don’t know how it is with Zola and Shtchedrin,
but in my flat (in Moscow) it is cold and smoky. They
give me cigarettes, as before, only on holidays. Im-
possible cigarettes! Hard, damp, sausage-like. Before
I begin to smoke, I light the lamp, dry the cigarette over
it, and only then I begin on it; the lamp smokes, the
cigarette splutters and turns brown, I burn my fingers;
it is enough to make one shoot one’s self. I am more or
less ill, and I am gradually turning into a dried dragon-fly.”

When this was written, Tourgenev, Pissemsky and
Dostoievsky were dead, and a new phase had passed over
Russian literature. Tchekhov’s principal rival was Koro-
lenko, who was more ‘‘serious’” and more under the
domination of Tolstoi. When we reach the year 1890,
a positive event takes place in the life of Tchekhov, and
nearly a hundred pages are occupied by a selection from
the letters which he wrote home during a remarkable
journey to the Far East. Readers of his extraordinary
story, The Steppe, will recollect the way in which the
impression of a vast, uniform landscape and a vague,
almost purposeless adventure, are given by means of
innumerable touches, hints, half-tones, nothing vivid,
nothing, we may almost declare, salient or definite. Yet
when all these outlines and shadows have glanced along
in front of us we gain the impression which the author
wishes to give; we have advanced into a strange and
beautiful experience which leaves us charmed and a little
mystified.

It is just the same with the letters in which Tchekhov
hardly describes but symbolises and suggests his journey
through Siberia to the penal settlement of Sahalin. (Oh!
these tiresome Russian spellings! You will hardly recog-
nise in Sahalin the great island lying along Manchuria,
which civilised maps call Saghalin or Sakhalin.) There
was no Siberian railway in 1890, and Tchekhov had to
post with broken-down horses or to rock in worn-out
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lake-steamers all through the 3000 miles of his journey.
““What a deadly road,” what ‘horrors of impassable
mud” ! But he “won’t talk of them now,” and the
letters rise and fall from the glow of hope to the ashes of
boredom, suddenly to soar like rockets into the empyrean
of enthusiasm. The charm of private letters is their
naturalness, and these of Tchekhov are as natural as the
outpourings of a whimsical child.

As is only proper in the correspondence of a man of
literature, there is a great deal here about Tchekhov’s
methods of writing and relations with his fellow-writers.
The latter are darkened for most of us by our ignorance
of the men and books which are mentioned. The in-
fluence of the writings of Grigorovitch upon Tchekhov’s
genius was evidently important, and would be very in-
teresting if we could refer to those writings: It appears
that Grigorovitch, who died twenty years ago, was a fore-
runner of Turgenev, and that he wrote stories which were
‘““a collection of snapshots.” This suggests the method
developed by Tchekhov, but I cannot find that Grigoro-
vitch has ever been translated, even into French or German.
So, also, Tchekhov speaks with great admiration of the
novels of Pissemsky, some of whose books, it is true, are
available in French.

But the fact is that the perusal of such a work as these
fascinating Letters of Tchekhov tends to show how much
there is to be done before we can pretend to understand
the mind of Russia. We in the West of Europe have
hitherto only explored certain provinces and mapped out
exclusive districts in that mysterious continent which is
the literature of Russia.

There is one traveller who is at home in this uncharted
country, and that is Mrs. Constance Garnett. In this
instance, as in so many previous ones, she gives us the
impression of a rendering as exact as it is idiomatic and
pleasing.
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WEHEN Fatima unlocked the forbidden cupboard and
found the withered corpses of several ladies who, as she
supposed, had died in dignity and had received honourable
burial, her horror was probably mingled with a certain
sense of satisfaction. If such dreadful things had hap-
pened, it was well, on the whole, that she should know all
about them, especially as Bluebeard might be back at any
minute. The discovery could not fail to readjust her
whole domestic economy.

In somewhat the same way, the convinced and, indeed,
infatuated Tolstoist will read Gorki’s little book of
Reminiscences, shocked, it is true, but thrilled and riveted.
I have seen it said, I know not on what authority, that these
recollections of the novelist form the earliest work of pure
literature which has appeared in Russian since the Lenin
Revolution. After three years of obscurity, the cupboard
is lighted up at last; we peer in upon several dead bodies
in awkward positions, and we perceive with distress and
excitement that the foremost and finest of them is that
of the lord of Yasnaya Polyana. It is surely a very
interesting thing that the first act of Bolshevist literature
should be to destroy the tomb of its prophet.

The revelation, shocking as it is, is made in perfect good
faith. Gorki lived for some time with Tolstoi at Gaspra,
in the Crimea, and he took down notes of the old man’s
conversation, appearance and habits. He now prints these
notes, just as they are, in a set of thirty-six fragments, and
he appends to it a long, unfinished letter, addressed to
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nobody in particular, which he wrote in a fit of violent
excitement on hearing of Tolstoi’s extraordinary flight
from his own house and family in the winter of 1910, an
escapade which ended with his death in the railway station
of Astapovo. R .

If the purpose of biography is to thrill the reader, Gorki
has succeeded in equalling Cellini and in outdoing Aubrey.
The little book is a collection of snapshots, all vivid and
some positively startling. What makes Gorki’s picture of
the elder and greater writer almost unique is the fact that
satire, sarcasm, and the ironic spirit are entirely absent.
A touch of malice would destroy the whole verisimilitude.
We see in it the record of a young man passionately devoted
to an older one, and incapable of ill-nature, but also entirely
insensible to illusion, and forced, by a sort of burning can-
dour, to reveal everything, even to the lasting discredit
of his idol.

When Gorki heard of Tolstoi’s final flight, his earliest
reflection was that he had made it in order to complete,
by a sensational act, * the saintly life of our blessed father,
bayard Leo.” Gorki had long been aware that Tolstoi
was dissatisfied with the literary influence of his religious
ideas, and it flashed across him, with intense annoyance,
that Tolstoi had determined on this form of suicide in order
to * force ”’ the public conscience to yield to his personality,
“to dazzle it with the glory of righteous blood.” This
the remarkable letter of Gorki luminously illustrates, and,
in passionate retrospect, he piles up instances of Tolstoi’s
despotism, of his fatalism, and of his dogmatic personality.
In his first anger he plainly says that what he had long
unwillingly suspected, namely, that Tolstoi ‘‘ embodied
in his great soul all the defects of his nation,” is now proved
to be true, and he very ingeniously demonstrates that
Tolstoi’s apparently senseless escape from his own house
was really a consistent and inevitable instance of the * Slav
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anti-stateism,” which leads Russians always to break forth
along the line of least resistance, crawling away from the
centre, evading the discipline of government, and, above all,
shrinking under cover to escape the light of logic from the
-West. '

What Gorki calls “ these mournful cockroach journey-
ings,” these centrifugal escapes from energy and knowledge
and system, had now been imitated by the crown of Russian
writers, and Tolstoi was no longer anything to his indignant
disciple but a magnificent reflection of “ the old Russian
village scepticism which comes from ignorance.” In this
new and dismal illumination, Gorki writes down anecdote
after anecdote, confession after confession, and Tolstoi
stands before us in all his bewildering inconsistency and
giant weakness.

Nothing can ever destroy the charm of many sides of
Tolstoi’s character. He went through life searching for
truth that he might use it as an expression of his tenderness
and kindliness. He raised pity to the rank of the most
eminent virtues, even though it threatened to overwhelm
discipline, energy, and responsibility. He seemed to his
disciples in the days that immediately followed his last
spiritual upheaval, a man who knew everything and had
nothing more to learn—a man who had settled every ques-
tion. This was the aspect he bore to Gorki when, at a
date which he unfortunately omits to specify, the young
and already famous writer went down to form part of
Tolstoi’s temporary household at Pleise, and then at
Gaspra. This must have been after Tolstoi’s renunciation
of his estates in 1888, and his subsequent illness, of which
mention is made.

The famous renunciation was very characteristic, since
the old novelist did not give up a single convenience in his
habitual life. As Dr. Hagburg Wright, who was a guest
at Yasnaya Polyana, has observed, Tolstoi ““lived under
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the same roof as before, ate at the same table, wrote and
read in the same study,” simply as the guest of his wife.
It was a mental renunciation, it was a symbol, it was a
vague gesture intended to impress the world. He grew
mistier and mistier, more sentimental and more passive.
He thought Christ too positive; Gorki reveals that he
amazingly grew apprehensive that if Christ came to a
Russian village, the girls might laugh at Him. He trans-
ferred his enthusiasm to Buddha, as more shadowy, less
energetic, less defined.

How dim and cloud-like his reflections had grown to be
is exemplified by his evolving as an aphorism, *“ God is my
desire.” Gorki, with the simplicity of a child, asked him
what that meant. Tolstoi screwed up his eyes in silence,
and then said, apologetically, *“ An unfinished thought !
All his thoughts had become ‘ unfinished’’; he floated
about in a faint vapour of universal forgiveness, of loving
one’s neighbour; and Gorki, eagerly waiting for wisdom
to fall from those majestic lips, was put off with a welter
of words which his instinct told him were artificial and
insincere.

The picture of the extraordinary old man is not, how-
ever, unattractive. But it presents features which are
unquestionably disconcerting. One of these is the fact,
so frequently mentioned by Gorki, that Tolstoi’s conversa-
tion was crude with the coarseness of a Russian peasant.
Here is a sentence which cannot be put by: ““ From the
ordinary point of view, what he said was a string of
indecent words.” Russians seem to be little acquainted
with modesty of speech, and Gorki himself is apt to call a
spade a spade. But Tolstoi—and it really is not a pretty
trait—used to put his young friends out of countenance
by language which was fitted, perhaps, to a peasant who
knew no better, but was certainly no ornament to the speech
of an old man who was not merely a great writer but a great
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gentleman. For it is important to note that Tolstoi, in
spite of his communistic theories, remained to the last an
aristocrat through and through.

Gorki notes: ‘‘ Peasant to him means merely—bad
smell ; he always feels it, and involuntarily has to talk of
it.”” If any one contradicted him, ‘‘ suddenly, under his
peasant’s beard, under his democratic crumpled blouse,
there would rise the old Russian bdarin.”” He snubbed
persons who attempted to dispute his theories, until they
shrivelled and whined, and until, if Gorki can be believed,
‘“ their noses became blue with intolerable cold.” A friend
of Gorki wrote down what Tolstoi said about Ibsen. It
was probably very pointed, since it was thought best, in
the long run, to burn the notes of it in the spirit-lamp.
These great men! When I was in Christiania twenty years
ago I asked Ibsen what he thought about Tolstoi. ‘‘ He
ismad” (han er gal) was all the answer I received, delivered
with an exquisite loftiness of disdain.

No one ought to read these notes by Gorki who is not
familiar with the early writings of Tolstoi, and appreciates
the genius which they displayed. In War and Peace, in
Anna Karenina, and in some of the shorter stories of his
prime, he added to the service of the world royal golden
vessels, And then a gradual change came over him, a
disturbance of his relation towards every aspect of human
life. His pride towered to an intolerable height; he
scorned common sense and common experience ; he thought
that the delusions of his brain were not merely true, but
the whole of truth. His imagination became the victim
of his virtues, and he published, in 1890, The Kreutzner
Sonata, an inhuman prelude to the heresies of his later
days. He ceased to be of service to art or mankind, but
with the loss of so many qualities or the revelation of
so many deficiencies, he retamed indisputable size and
force.
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they seemed extraordinarily brilliant at the time,and at all
events they represented no school or clique. It was part
of Mr, Ward’s cleverness that he fished in all waters. But
now the extraordinary thing is that, after forty years, the
book comes forward again, and he himself, and some of the
old Victorian survivors, are here still; three contributors
to Vol. I. have articles in Vol. V., and quite a considerable
number of the critics of 1880 figure as poets in 1918. Those
who were tender juveniles then are hoary veterans now, or
have passed into that Olympian air where time has ceased
its hurrying flight. But some day it will seem very odd
to think that old Lord Houghton and Mr. Aldus Huxley
contributed criticism to the same work under the same
editor. '

The reproach is often brought against English authors
that they are unable to act in unison, but in the five volumes
of Ward’s English Poets flocks of lambs have certainly lain
down with leopards. One panther or puma failed to join the
menagerie; this was Robert Louis Stevenson, who greatly
desired to make the selections from Burns and Ferguson.
I pleaded for him with Mr. Ward, but a leading Scots divine
had already put in a claim. R.L.S. was disappointed, but
here he is, in Vol. V., prominent as himself a poet.

In examining a new anthology no one can resist the
temptation of suggesting how it could be improved. What
a silly proverb that is de gustibus, since there is nothing
which leads to more disputation than a question of taste !
It would be invidious to challenge any of the names which
Mr. Ward has included, but those which he has omitted are
fair game. ’

Before I make a single objection, I ought to say that I
think his general judgment in this matter sound and final.
He has had the courage to pass over in silence several
figures that have been stumbling-blocks to criticism.
Neither Lewis Morris nor Edwin Arnold nor Theodore
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Watts-Dunton nor Alfred Austin is mentioned in this
volume. Those, and others like them, were active and
able men, much exercised in the writing of verse and
honourably persistent in their appeal to second-rate minds.
But they were not, in any true sense, or at any inspired
moment, poets; they have none of them left behind a
single authentic utterance. I am not sure that George
Eliot—who was of far stronger general genius than either
of the four I have mentioned, and who is admitted by
Mr. Ward—has a more solid claim than they, but I will
not insist on that. It is a matter of importance that a
book of authority, such as The English Poets, should mark
the distinction between the actively uninspired and the
desultory or accidentally inspired writers of verse.

In 1879 I tried to persuade Mr. Ward to spare a couple
of pages for George Darley. It was in vain then, and the
author of ““ It is not beauty I demand” is still absent. A
more surprising exclusion is that of the author of Festus.
No historian of our poetry has hitherto dared to drive the
venerable figure of Philip James Bailey off the slopes of
Parnassus. I wonder whether the present act is accidental,
or another proof of Mr. Ward’s courage?

Coming down to later times, I miss Lefroy, who wrote
sonnets about cricketers with all the fervour of Pindar;
Munby, whose ‘ Dorothy” and other horny-handed
heroines Robert Browning admired so much; and W. J.
Courthope, whose Paradise of Birds is a perennial
delight. The editor has been wise in not flooding his
pages prematurely with the youngest writers, whose claims
must still be unmatured; but I join with * Solomon
Eagle” in deploring the exclusion of Flecker, whose touch
was the most magical of all, surpassing in actual thrill of
witchcraft that of the beloved Rupert Brooke himself.

A question rather of tact than of criticism is raised by
the omission of Oscar Wilde. It is impossible to believe
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that this is accidental, or that it is founded on purely
critical grounds. I must be allowed to think that an
opportunity has been missed and a duty avoided by thus
ignoring a figure so prominent, and with certain readers
so influential. If I may say so without presumption, it
would have been far wiser, it would even have been more
moral, to give two pages to an extract from The Ballad
of Reading Gaol and a couple of brazen stanzas from the
clangour of ‘“ The Sphinx,” showing what Wilde’s very
limited poetic talent was, than to have made a martyr of
him by omitting him altogether. Those who exaggerate
his gifts as a writer will merely shrug their shoulders at
what they will call a piece of publishers’ poltroonery. The
very worst way of combating the excessive laudation of
Oscar Wilde is to deny that he had any talent at all, while
the theory that a man who was convicted more than twenty
years ago must never be mentioned in histories of literature
is on a par with the scruple of the Saturday Review, which,
on perusing Mrs, Beecher Stowe’s revelations, exclaimed
that it should never open its Byron again “ without a
blush.”
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AN interesting book might be written, giving, without
heat or prejudice, a history of the struggle that has taken
place within the last three-quarters of a century between
the Bibliolatry which regarded Genesis as a plain statement
of fact and the science which demanded that Nature should
be listened to. With Sir James Frazer's three stately
volumes (Folk-lore of the Old Testament, Macmillan & Co.)
before me it amuses me to think what would have been
the fate of this learned author at the beginning of Victoria’s
reign. His attitude is reverent and pious in the highest
degree, but he says things about Abel and Abraham that
Voltaire would not have dared to say.

Sixty years ago what a hubbub there would have been
over his chapter on the Fall of Man! Orthodoxy would
have bombinated out of a thousand pulpits, and burning
at the stake would have been judged too mild for so horrid
a revolutionary. There are people alive who can just
remember the scandal caused after 1844 by The Vestiges
of Creation, of which the geology, as Darwin said, was
“bad’’ and the zoology ‘‘ far worse,” but in which a first
effort was made to get free from the Pentateuchal cos-
mogony. What a chasm divides the timidity of Robert
Chambers from the firm and cool judgment of Sir James
Frazer! But 1859 has come between them, with the ordeal
of The Origin of Species. :

As Huxley says somewhere, Darwin was received with
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an “ outpouring of angry nonsense.’”” One of my own earliest
memories is an echo of the pitched battle at Oxford, when
Bishop Wilberforce—no less a person |—asked, in full
séance of the British Association, whether Darwin was
descended from a gorilla on the grandfather’s or the grand-
mother’s side. Of such rough abuse even Robertson Smith,
in a much later day, had some savage experience. But
Sir James Frazer has soared above this dust and din. I
think that no evangelical band of fanatics will gather to
break his windows in Brick-court. Just thirty years have
passed since his essay on Pausanias revealed a new and
delicate writer of English. Two years later the first instal-
ment of The Golden Bough began the series of solid works,
all directed to the same point, which have made him the
most eminent of British and probably of European anthro-
pologists. To us, people of letters, he is singularly endeared
by his sedulous cultivation of style, in which Addison
is patently his master. Science must not claim him
exclusively, for literature has his allegiance also.

In the successive volumes of his Golden Bough Sir James
Frazer investigated the fields of inquiry which broaden
out from one extraordinary and romantic point in the folk-
lore of the ancient Italians. In his new book he does the
same for the ancient Hebrews. All civilised races have at
some time or other emerged from a state of primal savagery,
and traces of barbarism survive in their habits and customs.
A sort of prudery has forced the majority of students to
evade any discussion of such relics in the Jewish Scriptures,
although the least reflection would suggest that these also
must be subject to the common law. Sir James Frazer
has had the courage to look for these ruins of past super-
stition in the text of the Old Testament, and he produces
them, like fossils out of a rock. In doing this he is not
absolutely an innovator, but I am sure that no one before
him has carried the investigation of survivals nearly so far
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as he has, or has brought such a wealth of detail to their
illustration.

His plan is to take certain features of Old Testament
narrative, and to distinguish between the imperishable
monument of spiritual religion which the text presents, and
the baser elements, survivals of savagery, which lie buried
in it. He produces, the result of his prodigious industry,
a multitude of parallel instances from the folk-lore of the
world. For example, the story of the Deluge, which Huxley
treated from the geological point of view, recurs in more or
less degree in every part of the globe.

Sir James Frazer tells us how this legend arose, and how
it comes to be so widespread. The traditions take, in
remote peoples, grotesque forms. In East Africa it is
believed that the human race descends from a hyena; in
Madagascar the crocodile is looked upon as a kinsman, and
if this erring brother has to be dragged out of the river
and executed for gobbling up a native, he receives, none the
less, the honours of family burial. The Baronga are con-
vinced that the chameleon brought death into the world
and all our woe, and they avenge this wrong to mankind
by throwing a pinch of tobacco into the reptile’s mouth,
whereupon it expires in many colours. There is no limit
to the multitude of fantastic legends which Sir James
Frazer collects from all quarters of the barbaric world.

In the age of Shakespeare, Sir James Frazer had a humble
precursor, whom I do not think that he names. But the
pages of Folk-lore of the Old Testament have frequently
reminded me of the picturesque folio on The Ancient
Religions before the Flood, compiled in 1613 by the Rev.
Samuel Purchas, and known as his *“ Pilgrimage.” Purchas,
as beseemed his clerical profession, expressed a due horror
of ““ the beastly and deformed superstitions ’’ of the heathen,
but he set down every scrap of them that he could collect
with all the gusto of a convinced folk-lorist.
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The book before us forms an excellent text on which
might be preached a sermon to the people who write
irritating Surveys of Recent Literature and the like, in
which they record little else than the feats of a thousand
ephemeral novelists. When will these critics, these self-
styled historians of literature, learn that fiction is not the
only, nor even the most honourable, form of literary energy ?
It is quite proper that the many novelists who are genuine
artists should receive their meed of praise. It is also quite
proper that works of pure science should not be classed
with literature on account of the information they contain ;
but on those rare occasions when their form is as precious
as their matter, it is an impertinence to pass them over.
On these volumes of Sir James Frazer—as on another
recent publication which occurs to me, The Idea of God, by
Mr. Pringle-Pattison—there is not merely expended enough
mental energy, but enough skill in style to furnish about
nine hundred of the novels which are published to-day and
bound into sheaves for the burning to-morrow.
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THERE is a homely proverb which tells us'that some cats
would rather be stroked the wrong way than not stroked
at all. If Poe belonged to this feline category, and it is
evident that he did, bis ghost must feel no reason to be
dissatisfied with the history of the last seventy years.
Where are the flattered rivals who caused him so much
anxiety? Who now remembers Epes Sargent, or who is
moved by Pendleton Cooke of Virginia? They are as if
they had never been, while Poe, whose sleep their laurels
troubled, is one of the most universally discussed of the
authors of the nineteenth century. Of American authors
he has certainly been the most discussed, and in the long
run the heated controversy about his vices and his plagiar-
isms and his morbidity has been of immense help to his
reputation. If this cat has been stroked the wrong way,
his fur has, at all events, cast off sparks of electricity which
have made a fine blaze of notoriety all around him; and it
happens that he was a man of genius as well.

It is a commonplace to say that England perceived the
light of Poe while America still lay in darkness. But it is
not so usual to admit that France was also in the forefront
of appreciation. Baudelaire and Mallarmé made Poe a
French classic in their marvellous translations of his prose
and verse when his fame at home was yet very unsteady.
It is now again a Frenchman who comes forward with a
fine contribution to his biography. M. André Fontainas
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is a Belgian by birth (he was born in Brussels in 1865), but
he came very early to Paris, and is now completely French.
He is a poet of rare delicacy and distinction, author of
many volumes, of which the first, Le Sang des Fleurs,
showed his discipleship to Mallarmé, whose close associate
he was. It may well be that Mallarmé, by his zeal for
Poe, awakened his young Flemish friend’s enthusiasm;
but M. Fontainas, who has translated the poems of Milton,
Keats, and George Meredith, needs no guide in English
literature. He has now published a life of Edgar Poe
which, although far from the longest, is probably the best
that has yet appeared in any tanguage. The facts are
stated here succinctly, with reference to the very latest
investigations, and we get as precise and full an account of
the actual life of the poet, several passages of which must
always remain mysterious, as we are ever likely to secure.
A fervent apology for the much-belaboured bard is what
M. Fontainas sets out to present, and it is possible to
conclude that his indulgence is occasionally excessive. The
balance is held with difficulty, but it was preserved success-
fully, on the whole, by the late John H. Ingram, whose
death at Brighton in 1916 (an event unrecorded at the
time) removed a man who had devoted himself almost
exclusively to the elucidation of Poe’s life and works
during five-and-forty years, and whose name must always
be mentioned with honour by lovers of the poet. M.
Fontainas, of course, leans much on Ingram, and he acknow-
ledges due help from the profuse labours of a cloud of
American investigators during the last ten years, by whom
a formidable mass of Transatlantic material, still much in
need of the winnowing-fan, has been collected. That there
should be so much mystification, and that it should be so
difficult, and yet possible, to get fresh information about a
man of letters who lived in places like New York, Phila-
delphia, and Baltimore less than a hundred years ago, is
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only to be understood when we realise that Poe was a
typical product, on his commonplace side, of the Martin
Chuzzlewit period of American civilisation. He lived in a
whirl of mental activity where most of the figures were of
infusorial size, in a country whose bubbling passion found
a vent in such enlightened channels as Burton’s Gentlemen’s
Magazine and The Whig Review. If we were to call up
Poe as a social character of his age, he would probably
arise before us a ring-tailed roarer at the Great Meeting
of the Watertoast Sympathisers. He lived among the
Zephaniah Scadders and the La Fayette Kettles of that
appalling time, and his memory has to be retrieved, piece-
meal, out of the dust-heap of their remains.

But Poe was himself responsible for a great deal of the
mystification. Autobiographical truth was not in him,
and the lies he told about himself have kept busy a
hundred pens. When he thought he was dying, in 1847,
he dictated from his bed a simple record of his own life’s
story, which was a hoax in almost every particular. He
described his travels in Greece and his adventures on board
a whaler; he told how he fought a duel in Paris and starved
in London. Commentators have worn themselves out in
trying to follow up these indications. Vain efforts, for
Poe never went to Greece, and never saw a whaler, and
never fought a duel. He was in lodgings in Boston, Mass.,
all the time. A French critic, M. Lauvri¢re, has built up
a whole fabric on the statement that when Mrs. Stannard,
the earliest of Poe’s loves, died, the poet spent long, hor-
rible nights exposed to icy rain and bitter wind in the
abandoned graveyard where she lay. It now appears
that he was fourteen years of age at the time, and well
looked after in an eminently respectable boarding-school.

Poe’s love for practical jokes has been his own undoing,
and the source of his posthumous misfortunes. His grim-
mest and insanest hoax was making the Rev. Kulus
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Griswold his literary executor. Griswold is an insect that
would be completely forgotten were it not eternally em-
. balmed in the amber of Poe’s romance. He was a tenth-
rate critic, versifier, editor, and man-of-all-work whom Poe
met when he went to settle at Philadelphia in 1841. The
relations between the two men have lately been worked
out with scrupulous minuteness by Professor Killis Camp-
bell in his valuable pamphlet on ‘‘ The Poe-Griswold
Controversy.” For the first year nothing but compliments
passed when these gentlemen met. Then there was a
violent change, and Poe described a work of Griswold’s
as ‘“a very muttonish production” and its author as
“one of the most clumsy of literary thieves.” In 1845
they were in each other’s arms again; in 1846 Poe dis-
covered that Griswold had been ‘‘ backbiting’’ him; all
again was rage and fury, and Griswold openly attacked
“ The Raven.” There was now no man whom Poe despised
and hated more, although in 1849 he seems to have asked
him for pecuniary help. But when he died, on October 7
of that year, he was found to have requested the very

Griswold, about whom he had been ‘‘ witheringly severe,” -

to serve as his literary executor. It was the last and
worst of all his series of practical jokes.

Griswold leaped upon the corpse like a ghoul. His
chance had come to magnify himself and wipe out the
insolence of Poe’s satire. On the second day after the
poet’s death there appeared in the New York Tribune, over
the signature “ Ludwig,” an article which has at last
been traced to Griswold, in which the character of Poe
was mercilessly exposed. The precious executor, however,
was not courting obscurity, for in the following January
he published his edition of Poe’s Works, in two volumes,
prefixed by a signed Memoir in which he gave a fancy
sketch of the poet as a sort of devil, stained by every vice,

~mcapable of friendship, arrogant, choleric, devoid of
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honour, and so spiteful that “ his cheek paled with gnawing
envy if you spoke to him of wealth.” That Poe had con-
trived to make himself thoroughly disliked by a large circle
of journalists is obvious from the fact, which Mr. Killis
Campbell expands, that at first very few friends came
forward to rebut the charges which Griswold had made,
while there were plenty of people ready to protest that it
was very sad, and that they had known it all along. It
is true that the poet’s sister, Rosalie Poe, described Gris-
wold’s Memoir as the most ‘‘ atrocious instance of human
iniquity since the days of Cain.” But she was held to be
biassed, and Griswold, the honest executor, to whom truth
was above all worldly considerations, long held his ground.

Let us examine the charges that have been brought
against Poe during these last seventy years. I cannot
agree with M. Fontainas in holding that Poe was a spotless
lamb. Yet I am even more at variance with the Griswold
gang, who see in him a coal-black sheep. That he had a
weak head, and often drank too much, is, I am afraid,
certain; but, after all, Mr. Pussyfoot had not then been
appointed the American Lord Chief Justice. That Poe
was a sad philanderer is another charge which must be
admitted proven. He made love to many women, but he
did none of them any harm. They all liked it very much.
There were at least a dozen of them, and the pride of each
in after-memories of his attention was only equalled by her
hatred of the other eleven. What Poe sought for was a
mother rather than a mistress; ‘‘ only a bosom to rest on,”
as another poet has put it; and his chief fault was hurrying
so incontinently from pillow to pillow. Then, we are told
“that he had no sense of honour, that he was always borrow-
ing money, and that he was rude when he was asked to
return it. Doubtless the poor man would have been only
too glad to pay his debts, but he could not. I am sorry
that he borrowed from people whom he had just attacked,
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and whom he proceeded to praise, and then, “when he had
spent the money, to attack again. I am afraid he did not
always behave like a little gentleman, but it is not given
to every one to be as Mr. Micawber was, incurably insolvent,
yet permanently gentlemanlike. Griswold wrote that Poe’s
life was passed * without a recognition or a manifestation
of conscience.” But from what sort of glasshouse did
Griswold throw stones?

The story of Poe’s life will always be interesting, because
there are elements in it which are incongruous, and others
which are still a mystery. (It is very remarkable that the
investigation of a hundred searchers should leave us still
quite in the dark as to how and where Poe spent the last
five days of his lifel) When he himself said that it is
* paradoxical to speak of a man of genius as personally
ignoble,” he was probably thinking of the wretched circum-
stances in which his life was cast, and the squalor which
they reflected on his weakness. But when we contemplate
the mean and flatulent society which surrounded him, and
then his own exquisite genius, we are ready to forgive
not only his actual faults, but even the crimes which the
egregious Griswold invented for his dishonour.
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UNLESs my judgment is much at fault, there has written
in English, since the death of R. L. Stevenson, no one so
proficient in the pure art of the essayist as Mr. E. V. Lucas.
In saying so, I do not forget how much excellent prose is
constantly being produced among us, nor what a variety
of stimulating merit labours for our entertainment. But
the particular thing which Montaigne invented in the
second story of the Tower of his Castle in the month of
March 1571, is delicate and rare. It has not been culti-
vated with great success anywhere but in England—
except, of course, by its immortal French inventor—nor
in England save occasionally and by a few select pens.
I confess to the heresy of not being able to consider Bacon’s
highly ornamented chains of didactic wisdom * essays”
in the true sense, there being so little in them that is per-
. sonal or even coherent. On the other hand, Cowley, who
first understood what Montaigne was bent on introducing,
is a pure essayist, and leads on directly to Steele and
Addison, and to Charles Lamb. If we read Cowley’s
chapter ‘“ On Myself,” we find contained in it, as in a
nutshell, the complete model and type of what an essay
should be—elegant, fresh, confidential, and constructed
with as much care as a sonnet. There have not been
many true essayists, even in English, but Mr. Lucas is
one of them,

That Mr. Lucas has learned much from his long and
intimate communion with the text of Charles Lamb is
manifest, but he is a disciple, not an imitator, of that
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admirable man. He early felt that it was an error to copy
the tricks and the archaisms of even so exquisite a master,
and that there is a danger in producing a mere pastiche of
the quaintnesses of Lamb, or of such an earlier model as
Addison. How cleverly this can be achieved, when it is
done of set purpose, may be seen in Sir James Frazer’s
marvellous Sir Roger de Coverley (Macmillan & Co.), but
this has not been Mr. Lucas’s aim. He has perceived that
much of the “ colour” of Steele and Addison was actual
colloquialism in their own age, and that the charm of the
Tatlers and Spectators lay, not in their oddity, but in the
unaffected grace with which they said perfectly simple
things in the straightforward language of well-bred people.
Lamb made a perilous experiment when he determined
to secure a whimsical effect by imitating the speech of a
century and a half before his time. His genius enabled
him to carry the adventure off with complete success, but
none the less it was dangerous. Less adroit writers simply
fall into affectation in their effort to be fantastic, especially
if they happen also to have adopted the fashionable con-
tortions of George Meredith. The essay does not achieve
genuine success unless it is written in the language spoken
to-day by those who employ it with the maximum of
purity and grace. It should be a model of current culti-
vated ease of expression and a mirror of the best conversa-
tion. The essays of Mr. Lucas fulfil this requirement.
Possibly the fecundity of Mr. Lucas, which is astonishing,
has stood in the way of his reputation. Readers become
restive, or tend to turn ungrateful, when a favourite writer
makes his bow to them with a book too often. The abund-
ance of Mr. Lucas is certainly surprising. His present
publishers announce twenty-nine volumes issued by them-
selves alone, and I know not how many more are in other
hands. The fluency is more apparent than real, for most
of these are slender books, and some are scarcely more
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than brochures. A rigid calculation would probably show
that, while Mr. Lucas’s bindings are very numerous, the
bulk of his printed matter does not exceed that of rarer
visitants. His earliest *‘ book of wayfarers,” that delight-
ful collection happily named The Open Road, is now more
than twenty years old, and is still, no doubt, the volume
of his which has penetrated the greatest number of house-
holds. But of works entirely his own, Listener’s Lure is
probably that which has been most universally appreciated.
His essays, pure and simple, have, I conjecture, enjoyed a
very uniform welcome, modified only by the more or less
popular or amusing nature of the subjects he treats. Some
day I hope he will find time to rearrange his writings in
that “‘ collected ”’ form which is the Mecca to which every
pilgrim-author looks pathetically forward.

The little volume (The Phantom Journal, and other
Essays) which gives me a thread on which to hang these
wandering remarks, is wholly miscellaneous in character.
It strings together specimens of Mr. Lucas in each of his
moods, and offers therefore a good opportunity for the
comparative study of his mind. We see that, with all his
versatility, he avoids (as Lamb contrived to avoid) the
purely didactic. This successful resistance to the instinct
for teaching amounts to a positive, not a mere negative,
quality. The desire to instruct, to occupy a pulpit, has
been one of the greatest snares in the path of British
essayists, and they have fallen the more inevitably into it
because of the curious fact that, at the start, nothing is
more eagerly—and even greedily—welcomed than the
didactic. Moral reflections, especially if introduced with
a certain polite air of solemnity, are to the British public
what carrots are to a donkey; they cannot be resisted, the
audience runs to read. But the appetite is satiated as
quickly as it was aroused, and no form of literature fades
out of sight more suddenly or more completely than do
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volumes inculcating Magnanimity in Humble Life or the
Combating of Error by Argument.

A curious example is the fate of Lacon, a book first
published over one hundred years ago—that is, early
in 1820. It was a series of essays by a clergyman, the
Rev. Caleb Colton, the success of which was sudden and
overwhelming. The printing presses could not turn out
copies of Lacon fast enough to satisfy the demand. Mr.
Colton was so uplifted by his popularity that he took to
gambling on a large scale and had to fly his incumbency
and the country. He made a fortune by cards, and lost
it, and blew out his brains in the Forest of Fontainebleau.
Meanwhile, thousands of infatuated readers were drinking
in moral truth from the pages of Lacon, which suddenly
lost all its attraction for everybody, and is now deader than
the deadest of the dead books that ‘“ Solomon Eagle” has
been bewailing. Such is the fate of the didactic essay.

The two sections of the present volume which have
entertained me most are those which deal, very irregu-
larly, with the little town of Monmouth. Mr. Lucas
visited that borough, as I gather, during the war, and made
inquiries regarding two objects—the Man of Ross’s arm-
chair and a comely work entitled The Elegant Girl. Each
of these is a subject which suits the genius of Mr. Lucas to
perfection, and the consequence is that we have here two of
the most typical essays which his entire writings are able to
present tous. The first is informing—for Mr. Lucas, though
never didactic, is willing, and even anxious, to share his infor-
mation with the reader—the second is simply entertaining.
Mr. Lucas went to Ross itself, which, indeed, rewards a
visitor. Unhappily, he entered it at a moment when Ross
could not have been looking its best, for * intensity and
density of rain’’ are no embellishments to landscape.

I have a happier memory of my first sight of the little
embattled town much more than fifty years ago, for we
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approached it, as I suppose visitors infrequently do, by
boat, sailing and rowing up * pleased Vaga,” as Pope called
the Wye. I still recall.the dark and velvet woods that
ran down to the lustrous river, and then, at a turn, the
sudden apparition of the sunlit spire of the famous church
of Ross. How much depends on the hour of view, as well
as on the point of view! Later, on a second visit, I felt
as much as Mr. Lucas does the squalor and the com-
mercialism of Ross, which, for all its teashops and its
postcards, has no honest appreciation of John Kyrle. As
an easy and yet careful and deliberate investigation of a
point of literary and historical psychology nothing could
be more adroit than this delightful study.

Our essayist is always happy when some by-way of
literature invites him to saunter down it. He loves to
dwell on the oddities of Borrow, as all good souls do, and
will, until the old man of Oulton has been over-praised and
over-analysed into a commonplace. In An East Anglian
Bookman Mr. Lucas expatiates on Green’'s Diary of a Lover
of Literature, which he introduces as a new discovery. Of
this interesting diary (1796-1800) I was the first person to
analyse the merit, in a causerie first published thirty
years ago. I grieve that Mr. Lucas has forgotten that fact,
and I administer to myself this little advertisement, as a
lozenge, to take away the taste of my disappointment. An
enchantingly whimsical essay  On Epitaphs’’ was manifestly
started by a perusal of that very strange miscellany Spoon
River Anthology. The inscription on the tomb of Mrs. Jones
is singularly pleasing :—

Here lies
MARY JONES,
the Wife of William Jones.
Honour her memory, for she
was lenient when her husband
was in liquor.
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The churchyards of our country villages would be far
more inviting than they are now, and would even be more
instructive, if they contained more sincere and more vivid
epitaphs than local habit now thinks decorous. It is
impossible to believe that the entire population of a village
has lived and died resigned to unbroken tribulation and
unsullied by a single fault. Our cemeteries are like the
pastorals of M. de Florian, of which M. de Thiard said that
they were charming, but that a wolf would improve them.
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WitH the gift of a great many volumes, Mr. Hewlett has
added to our pleasure and stimulated our fancy for a
quarter of a century, since it was in 1895 that he led off
the dance with his piquant Earthwork out of Tuscany.
During that time he has challenged us as a novelist, as a
poet, and even as a critic of our social conventions, but I
do not recollect that he has ever before appeared as an
essayist. His ingenuous preface reveals him as slightly
uneasy in this new garment, which he affects to regard
as an undress, a sort of dressing-gown and slippers suitable
to “ a leisured and comfortable’’ state.

Every one will be glad to know that one who has added
so much enjoyment to the circle of his readers is now able
to write “under conditions favourable to leisurely and
extended thought.”” May it be so with him for another
quarter of a century! But he needs offer no apology for
his whimsical chapters. They are delightful in themselves
and characteristic of him; and the description of the
Wiltshire village which offers him its rustic activities is
only too tantalisingly outlined. We want to know more
of this home of ‘‘ embodied tradition,” which makes Mr.
Hewlett so happy.

The first four essays supply the scene. The author
lives, he tells us, among Iberians, and it pleases him to
believe that his neighbours are all neolithic on the distaff
side. “ Being known,” he says, ‘“in these parts for a
friendly soul, and trusted, I have fallen into the position
among the peasantry which the parson used to hold.” It

1
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sounds almost too good to be true in these harsh days of
“ labour unrest,” but Mr. Hewlett’s is not the only Southern
village where there is still peace in the local generations.
It makes one hope, as one looks out anxiously into the
dim and boisterous future. Mr. Hewlett has a neighbour,
a farmer, who is worth a couple of hundred thousand at
the least, and who can neither write nor read. Could
anything sound more Arcadian or offer a more definite
challenge to Mr. Herbert Fisher’s schemes of enforced
universal education? _

Mr. Hewlett believes in pure instinct, which is, I suppose,
another name for tradition. The whole populace of his
village, which is more than half Nonconformist, attended
service at the Peace Celebration in the parish church.
But Mr. Clutton-Brock and the Hibbert Lecturer were not
there, being detained, Mr. Hewlett appears to think, by
spiritual pride turned inside out. He charges them to
become as little children, but I fear that they are tainted
with sophistication. Mr. Wells, another prophet whom
Mr. Hewlett deals with, is so tainted, I am sure. Our
essaylst is resolute for the simple life in mtellectual as well
as in social matters.

A considerable section of these essays is occupied by a
Devil’s advocacy in literary history. Mr. Hewlett enjoys
contemplating the seamy side of genius, and he is very
clever in putting his finger into the rents, and widening
them. He is not quite sure that he likes any one to be
more prominent than any one else, and he will have no
superstition about hero-worship. He overdoes this busi-
ness of levelling a little, I think; but there has been so
much over-adulation that his sharp irony will do no harm.
The longest of these literary essays is one on * Sheridan
as Maniac.”” He calls the author of The Rivals, in relation
to his dalliance with Lady Bessborough, ‘‘ the vainest
sentimentalist ever begotten in Ireland or fostered in

e
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England.”” He founds his attack on the Granville letters,
lately published. Sheridan was a butterfly, but surely

Mr. Hewlett breaks him on too savage a wheel. He takes.

Mrs. Moore, the Bessie of the poet’s correspondence, as a foil
to her husband, praising her excessively, while he scorns Tom
Moore himself. Again, perhaps, a little too heavy-handed.

The chapter on Coleridge is positively brutal ; the essayist
rolls that fat figure in the mud, and kicks it. The allega-
tions he makes are true, and very pointedly expressed, but
it should be suggested that there was much more than
this in Coleridge. By the way, in speaking of contem-
porary reports of Coleridge’s conversation, it is odd that
Mr. Hewlett forgets to quote that of Carlyle, which is the
best of all. The youthful Coleridge who walked all day,
talking, by the side of an enraptured Hazlitt, was not an

empty bladder. But even Mr. Hewlett’s eloquent and.

appropriate eulogy of Dorothy Wordsworth would be
better without a gibe at William Wordsworth. On the
other hand, in his dissection of the petulant author of
Erewhon, I am wholly with him.

An accurate acquaintance with Nature is not, perhaps,

- an essential feature of imaginative writing, but it is surely

an ornament to it. One of our best living poets has
described as a sweet leaf what ‘is really a small citrous
fruit, slightly aromatic and acid; and a scentless gum is
turned in his verse into a perfumed flower. This comes of
juggling with beautiful words, the exact meaning of which
is ignored. No such solecisms are a worry to Mr. Hewlett’s
readers; the author of that noble epic of English agri-
culture The Song of the Plow knows all that should be
known about the phenomena of rural life. He is familiar
with all the beautiful country flowers, and loves them in
spite of their strange, coarse names; when the other
bards are fluting about asphodel and hellebore, he responds
in harsh terms of sheep’s-bit scabious and ladies’ bedstraw.

[
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The theme of husbandry is one so poetical in all its
bearings, so intimately associated with the primitive
occupations and observations of mankind, that it is strange
how little it has hitherto attracted the serious thoughts of
the poets: They very rarely give any earnest attention
to top-dressings, and are even suspected of not distinguish-
ing a mangel-wurzel from a turnip. There was Hesiod in
the cloudy days of Greece; and in Rome there was Virgil,
incomparable and solitary; and then we come down the
ages to Tusser, with the suggestive resemblance of his
name to that of Tupper. What a field is left for Mr.
Hewlett to write a new ‘“ Works and Days,” celebrating
the succession of the seasons, and all the revolving beauty
of the jocund earth! I commend to him a task which no
one living is better fitted to carry out in his ‘“ leisured and
comfortable’’ retirement. This is how he will do it, but
with the final accomplishment of verse :—

* Misty, gossamered mornings, a day all blue and pale
gold, bees in the ivy bloom, sprawling, overblown flowers,
red apples, purpling vine-clusters, clear evenings. Then
this smouldering moon to go to bed by ! It is all like a
great Veronese wall-picture, or the Masque in The Tempest—
‘ Rich scarf to my proud earth !’ and summons from me
more adjectives than I have needed this twelve-month ;”

but these are nothing to the adjectives he will require for
his Complete English Georgics in Twelve Books.

The manner of Mr. Hewlett’s prose is-familiar to all the
readers of his romances. It is rich and rough, a little
angular and hard, apt to disturb, or perhaps awaken, the
reader by a dissonance or. a forced image. It has the
texture of a tapestry rather than that of the fine em-
broideries of some recent prose-writers. It is woven in
thick, bright threads on a coarse linen material. I say
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this, not in blame, but stating a fact, since what we ask
from every author is that he should be authentic of him-
self. But Mr. Hewlett’'s peculiar style is not quite so
appropriate to the essay as to narrative. It is a little
too “ tight,” and it has not the liquid flow which is so
charming in the great essayists—in Montaigne, for instance,
or Charles Lamb, or Stevenson. *‘‘ Weather has sent me
indoors, chance to an old book ’—that is a little too abrupt,
a little too rigid, to be the opening sentence of a perfect
essay. But to complain of this is, perhaps, to be hyper-
critical; and of In a Green Shade the safest thing to say
is that it offers us some hours of charming and various
conversation with a mind of great originality, which litera-
ture and Nature have combined to adorn.
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AUTOBIOGRAPHY, an interesting art which is now in
danger of being exercised to excess, may be roughly divided
into two classes. There are memoirs in which the author
occupies the centre of the stage, with the limelight full
upon him; and there are those in which he stands in the
background of the scene and lets the motley procession
of society pass by. Greville and Saint-Simon are famous
examples of the latter; they are much interested in them-
selves, as who that writes an autobiography can fail to
be? but their primary occupation is with the development
of affairs. On the other hand, in the Memoirs of Ben-
venuto Cellini and the Apology of Colley Cibber—to name
two of the most delightful books in the world—we have a
complete concentration on the writer. We can imagine
Saint-Simon compiling a history of his times, from which
his own figure was omitted, but Cellini is inconceivable
without Cellini; such a book would be a desert, a limbo,
like Pepys’ Diary with no revelations about Pepys, or
Rousseau with no confessions.

The tendency to-day is unfavourable to the discreet and
impersonal type of autobiography, which is declining more
and more into the hands of those who lack the force to
impose their own character on the attention of readers.
An amazing number of trumpery * reminiscences’ and
“ memories of the past’’ appear, it is true, on the counters
of the booksellers and disappear; no species of literature

121



122 Books on the Table

is more ephemeral. But the autobiographies which hold
their own tend increasingly to self-revelation as their
central object : their value depends on the importance of
the self which is revealed and the skill displayed in the
exposure.

Mrs. Asquith, whose Autobiography leaves us with not
a moment’s doubt as to which group it belongs to, is per-
fectly frank in demanding attention to herself. She is like
a child who rushes into a room full of people, and cries
out, “ What do you think of my necklace? Isn’t my hair
charmingly done?’” She has no doubt of her reception,
and her smile beams round the circle of her hearers. Con-
versation ceases, while all eyes are turned indulgently on
the radiant invader. Anybody in the company who does
not happen, from one cause or another, to like the child,
is vexed, but so long as she is pretty and amusing and
perfectly good-natured, by far the greater number of her
auditors will be admirers, and will stop their own talking
to listen to hers.

This illustration, of course, does a great deal less than
- justice to the serious qualities of Mrs. Asquith’s book, but
I think it defines the peculiar character of her approach,
her naiveté, her ardour and the coaxing familiarity of her
address. The vehemence of her method, her air of rushing
in and pouring out her confidences, whether they are asked
for or no, her amazing vitality and warmth, her complete
imperturbability—all these give a unique freshness to her
narrative; but, at the same time, they are dangerous
ornaments, and this is not a book which will escape detrac-
tion. Mrs. Asquith will have, and will retain, a majoérity
of suffrages, but, as the poet says, you must love her ere
to you shé shall seem worthy to be loved.

The standard by which any autobiography must
be tested is that of truth. But here comes in Pilate’s
question, which is still unanswered. So much, however,
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is clear, that autobiography differs from fiction in this,
that while in an invented tale facts may be modified in
the interest of entertainment, in autobiography this should
never be done under the strongest temptation. The
cardinal feature about a memoir must be its sincerity;
there must be no faintest suspicion that the facts have
been tampered with (as may freely be done in a .novel)
in order to make their sequence more amusing or more
probable. The sincerity of the writer must be beyond
suspicion, and he must rely on his own recollections and
observations.

But recent books of this class too often indolently depend
upon thrice-told tales, and ancient anecdotes refurbished.
This is a divergence from the law of truth as it applies
to autobiographies. If we measure Mrs. Asquith by this
standard, we have to admit that she complies with it.
Absolute accuracy is not to be attained by man or woman,
and there are, doubtless, unfortunate instances where Mrs,
Asquith has not comprehended or no longer remembers.
But she sets out to be faithful, and she does not depend
on the memories of others. No recent book of * recollec-
tions”’ is more free from clickés and vain repetitions.

The book has one serious drawback, and that a technical
one. Mrs. Asquith claims that she has not had the train-
ing of a writer, yet she has read so much and lived so
long in an intellectual atmosphere that she can hardly
bring forward inexperience as an excuse for her singular
neglect of construction. Her book is' a succession of
sparkling episodes, some of them told with really incom-
pardble vivacity. I feel quite certain that long after
most of the current books ‘‘ without a dull page from
cover to cover’’ are totally forgotten, people will still be
reading how Mrs. Asquith and General Booth prayed
together in the railway-carriage; how she defended an
East End factory girl in a Whitechapel street-fight, and
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how she went out hunting for the first time. These passages,
iu their rapid and sprightly variety, their economy of
effect, stream before us, and lack for their full advantage
only a sedting.

But this is what Mrs. Asquith has been too impetuous
to provide. In her full but rambling record the dates
jostle one another wildly. On page 40 we are in 1886;
on page 66 we find ourselves in 1880. Conversations at
dinner with King Edward VII. and the Duke of Devonshire
are followed by diverting scenes of girlish pertness in the
schoolroom. There is no advance, no development. Mrs,
Asquith has opened wide the sack and poured its contents
into a volume. This is a real misfortune, and one for
which the liveliness of the dialogues and incidents does
not wholly console us.

That excellent old classic, Peacham’s Complete Gentleman
of 1622, bids us “in all your discourse have a care ever
to speak the truth, remembering that there is nothing
that can more prejudice your esteem than to be lavish-
tongued in speaking that which is false; and disgracefully
of others in their absence.”” Mrs. Asquith, whose courage
is unflinching, has undertaken to chronicle the doings of a
class of people over whose inner life the veil of a delicate
privacy has hitherto been drawn. But, perilous as was
the enterprise, I cannot think that the way in which
Mrs. Asquith has carried out her task should prejudice
her esteem. It is paradoxical to say of so very frank
and so very personal a book that it is modest, but I know
no adjective more appropriate. If the ghost of Peacham
read Mrs. Asquith’s account of “ The Souls,” or her con-
versations with the political leaders of both parties, or
her descriptions of Jowett and of her own fashionable
female friends, he would say of this lady that she has a

care ever to speak the truth, though she may not always.

give herself time enough to make sure what the truth is.
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No one is competent to give a definite judgment now
as to the value and merit of this remarkable book. We
are too near the persons involved, and for that reason I
could wish that Mrs. Asquith had seen fit to postpone its
publication for a few years longer. But no delay would
alter the essential character of the narrative, which reveals
from inside, and with the authority of a leading participant,
the features of a society which has suddenly passed away.
Lord Haldane recently pointed out that one effect of the
war has been to introduce a new social order into this
country. Mrs. Asquith depicts the scene which this new
social order has supplanted. We read her account of
profuse hospitalities, incessant week-end parties, the refined
and luxurious occupations of the ruling class, the knot of
leading politicians, opposed in public, but sharing all
social pleasures in private; and we feel that to follow all
this, is to contemplate something as remote as the world
before the Flood. We have lived through it all, and
enjoyed it, and behold! where is it? The fashion of this
world passeth away, and it survives, already, only in the
pages of the memoir-writers.

What has disconcerted so many readers in Mrs. Asquith’s
revelations is the fact that they combine recentness with
remoteness. They are like the cinema-shows which put
us out of countenance by exhibiting to-night scenes that
were enacted this morning.

Into questions of taste and discretion it is difficult to
enter with profit. Mrs. Asquith will be charged with
intruding into the privacy of her friends, and of over-
stepping the limits of reserve. These are considerations
for private individuals, and do not concern the wider
circle of readers, who will ask, not whether Lady Dash
and Mr. Chose like the story of their adventures to be told,
but whether the narrative is important, true, and vividly
reported. The confessions of autobiographers have always
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given offence. No contribution to social history exists
which is more delightful than the Correspondence of
Horace Walpole, but it was received with a howl of indig-
nation. Thoseliving persons who are mentioned favourably
in a volume of memoirs feel bound to express their em-
barrassment, those who are ill-treated shriek with pain.
But the reader a century hence will care nothing for one
or the other, and the resentment will be as dead as the
mock-modesty. What will matter, what alone in the long
run matters, is the talent and the veracity of the narrative,
and the revelation of the character of the writer. Of all
these things I can but say—in words used about her con-
versation nearly thirty years ago by that acidulated
observer, Mr. Wilfrid Blunt—* Margot describes all in a
few words as well as such descriptions could possibly be.”
And there we must leave it for the impartial verdict of

posterity.
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TuEe life]of literature is so wide and the interests of a
particular generation are often so narrow, that it is salutary
every now and then to take a dose of verse or prose which
has entirely ceased to be popular. It was popular once,
and among persons, we are apt to forget, quite as enthusi-
astic and as intelligent as we are ourselves. In this spirit,
as one who takes from the hand of Mr. J. I. Osborne a
glass of sarsaparilla, I hasten to sip a critical blood-purifier -
which I certainly should not apply to for idle pleasure,
since it is difficult to think of a single imaginative writer
of the Victorian Age more widely remote from us to-day
than Arthur Hugh Clough. He has been dead nearly sixty
years, and the circle of his personal friends, who adored
and admired him, has ceased to exist. We habitually think
of the writers among whom he lived without remembering
him, and Lord Morley is said to have refused to allow a
volume on him to be added to the “ English Men of Letters’”
series on the ground that Clough was not a Man of Letters.
Mr. Osborne has composed his monograph in the form of
an ‘ English Man of Letters” volume, perhaps in order to
supplement this void. He has done his work exceedingly
well, not without some irony at the expense of his subject,
since it is undeniable that a protracted study of Clough is
apt to be fatiguing.

Clough was a contemporary of Ruskin, Froude, Charles
Kingsley, and George Eliot, and he had certain character-
istics in common with those persons. But there was one
great distinction between them and him; while each of
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them in his or her way got a tremendous return for their
energy, Clough got hardly anything out of life at all. His
friends, who watched him with growing dismay, were
confident at first, and then, alas! less confident, that he
would ultimately do something really illustrious, but he
did not. After his death a silly American admirer said
that Clough’s life had been a * success such as scarcely
one man in a generation achieves,” but those who knew
him better were silent, for they were aware that this was
the opposite of the truth. Clough began with the highest
hopes, the purest aspirations; nothing was too lofty for
his spiritual ambition. But it all petered out, and, after
the slight achievements which we know, we find him
correcting the exercises of the infant Tennysons and tieing
" up parcels for Florence Nightingale, and then quietly
passing out of the world.

The only years in his life when he was really successful
were those which he spent at Rugby, flushed and exhilarated
by the magnetism of the magnificent Dr. Arnold. Mr.
Osborne gives a study of Clough’s enthusiasm as the typical
prize schoolboy. He was a leader, a prophet, an immensely
influential moral teacher at Rugby, which is a paradox,
because Clough in later life never led anybody anywhere.
Mr. Osborne notes this strange fact, but offers no explana-
tion. Is it not probable that the strenuousness of Dr.
Arnold blew through his docile pupil as through a flute,
and that in Clough’s ‘‘ sermons and admonitions,” and in
all the extraordinary zeal with which he proselytised at
Rugby, he was really more passive than active?

At all events, when he went to Oxford, where he stayed
for ten years, as there was no one to lead him, he entirely
ceased to be a leader. It has been alleged that he took
part in the Tractarian Movement, but, as Mr. Osborne
shows, he sat completely aloof from it in his garret at
Balliol, subduing the flesh by ascetic practices which had




7N

Clough 131

no ecclesiastical meaning, plunging into the frozen Cher-
well, sitting through the winter without a fire, and eating
coarse and scanty food. Why did he do this? Not as
Newman or Keble might have done it, because the extremity
of spiritual ecstasy burned up all bodily desires, but * with
an eye to self-discipline.”” ‘‘ A mental struggle was going
on in him all his life,”” and he regarded it “ as a guarantee
of the rightness of a course of conduct that it should lead
away from, rather than toward, the attainment of any
concrete good.”” So he wrestled with himself under the
cold roof, singing “ O let me love my love unto myself
alone,” until large bunches of his brown hair came out.
He was gentle and inoffensive; he was pious and irritat-
ingly meek; and he sat counting the pulse of his own
conscience until he heard no other sound.

Then he burst away from Oxford, and rushed off to
Chelsea to sit at the feet of Carlyle, who welcomed so
susceptible a victim, and dropped the vitriol of Teufelsdréck
on Clough’s quivering spirit.

In later years Clough was accustomed to say that Carlyle
‘“ took him into the wilderness and left him there.” In
that solitude the conscience of Clough ate him out like a
white ant ; it completely hollowed him, so that if any one
leaned against him for spiritual support, Clough sank in
dust under the pressure. He suffered from a horrible
recurring fear that perhaps ‘‘ there is no God.” This takes
its best, perhaps its only tolerable form, in the well-known
song in “ Dipsychus,” and in the * Christ is not risen”
ode on Easter Day. By 1848 he had grown exhausted
with this particular torment, and took up the Revolution,
but when Matthew Arnold suggested to him that ‘‘ the
millennium is not coming this bout,” he went to Rome to
see for himself. He then wrote to F. T. Palgrave ‘‘ Fare-
well, politics, utterly! What can I do?” One of his old
friends said of Clough that his mind was ‘‘ habitually
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swayed by large, slow, deep-sea currents.” This was
meant as praise, but it suggests the image of a derelict
schooner.

Obviously no lasting memory of this amiable and unselfish
man could be based on his opinions or his actions. Yet,
nearly sixty years after his death, he is still remembered,
and in no danger of being forgotten. He is remembered
by his poems, which, although they are amateurish in
form and dry in texture, have an element of faint perennial
interest. It is a valuable critical exercise to try to discover
in what this permanent interest consists, since Clough’s
verse is almost the negation of poetry, and in particular is
devoid of all the qualities which are admired at the present
moment. Nevertheless, it has that power of arresting and
diverting attention which is given only to living literature.
When the body of his verse has been winnowed, not much
remains, but there is a handful of golden grains, and they
are pure wheat. He wrote short lyrics, some of which
appeared in the slender Ambarvalia of 1849, and were
continued till the end of his life; and he composed those
long poems in which the journals of his holidays were
roughly versified.

Of these The Bothie of Tober-na-Vuolich was the most
important. (I possess a copy of the original edition of
1848, entitled The Bothie of Tober-na-Fuosichj Mr. Osborne
does not mention this, nor the ludicrous cause of the sudden
suppression which annoyed the author so much.) The
Bothie, a record in hexameters of the vacation of an Oxford
reading party in the Western Highlands, is Clough’s most
solid claim to immortality. It is very crude and dull in
some parts, but in others it has not merely a startling vivid-
ness and picturesqueness, but it is sensuous and almost
passionate to a surprising degree. His other works were
mainly posthumous; he wrote a sort of novel called Amours
de Voyage, which also is in hexameters, and he left unfinished
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Mari Magno, a series of tales in verse, supposed to occupy
the leisure of a Transatlantic voyage. In 1861 Clough
read Mays Magno to Tennyson, and * cried like a child
overit.” We are not told whether Tennyson wept.

Among the lyrics which Clough produced up to the age
of thirty, we find but few which have stood the test of
time. These are characteristic of three principal moods:
“Qua cursum ventus’ is an ethical or gnomic piece of
reflection, very gracefully turned; “ Lo, here is God, and
there is God’’ is an ironic disquisition of the kind that
Clough delighted in, but written with quite unusual spright-
liness; and the fragment beginning ‘‘ Farewell, my High-
land lassie,” which I conjecture to have been cast aside
when he determined to write The Bothie in hexameters,
has a picturesque warmth hardly to be found elsewhere.
Here then, perhaps, is Clough at his very best :—

* 1 fall to sleep with dreams of life in some black bothie spent,
Coarse poortith’s ware thou changing there to gold ofcgure content,
With barefoot lads and lassies round, and thee the cheery wife,
In the braes of old Lochaber a laborious homely life;

But I wake—to leave thee, smiling, with the kiss upon the brow,
And the peaceful benediction of—3d feds uerd gov | :

Later—as I suppose, for dates are lacking—he wrote “ The
Hidden Love” and that truly admirable hymn, almost
Clough’s only faultless piece, *“ Say not the struggle nought
availeth.” These and some pages of The Bothie preserve
the memory of their author, and promise to continue
unassailable, They have far greater value for us than
such purely -intellectual verses as ‘“ Qui laborat, orat,”
which Mr. Osborne is inclined to over-estimate.

It used to be customary to speak of Clough as a disciple
of Wordsworth, and recent critics have seemed ready to
take the same view. It is obvious that Clough, as a school-
boy, imitated the simpler numbers of Lyrical Ballads, but
in his mature work I agree with Mr. Osborne in finding not
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a trace of Wordsworth’s attitude to Nature or of the majesty
of Milton’s vision. On the other hand, I think no one has
observed the strange and direct influence which Longfellow
exercised over Clough’s form, although the accent of the
latter is more thoughtful and more completely swayed by
the desire for veracity than that of the once-popular
American. But almost everything in Ambarvalia seems to
start from Longfellow’s Vosces of the Night (1839). It
was immediately after reading Evamgeline that Clough
abandoned his effort to write his Scotch ‘ pastoral” in
rhyme, and adopted hexameters, while it is recorded that
he received The Courtship of Miles Standish just before he
began Amours de Voyage. We are almost driven to suppose,
when once we have observed these coincidences, that there
was something sympathetic to Clough in the New England
atmosphere, and particularly in the elegance of Longfellow.
Clough, proceeding from Oxford and London, welcomed
in Emerson such an impression of * perfect intellectual
culture "’ as he thought he had not found elsewhere. Though
Clough was a product of the finest English humanism and
the bosom friend of Matthew Arnold, he developed a much
closer fellowship with Lowell and Whittier than with
Browning and Rossetti.

Mr. Osborne has approached his difficult task with
candour and taste, and has not allowed himself to be unduly
trammelled by the Middle Victorian tradition. He finds
it more difficult to know what to make of the elegy in which
Matthew Arnold flung a garment of purple and gold round
the shoulders of his deceased friend. Yet if we read Thyrsis
carefully, and do not allow the sumptuous beauty of the
scene and the ornament to divert our attention from what
is directly said about the subject, we may see that Amold,
in spite of his lifelong affection for Clough, was well aware
what a negation his intellectual and imaginative experience
really was. Clough
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‘“Learn’d a stormy note
Of men contention-tost, of men who groan,
‘Which task’d his pipe too soon, and tued his throat—
It fail’d, and he was mute!”

But we turn from this clairvoyance, and from Clough’s
harsh numbers, to the Dorian pipe and the Cumnor cow-
slips, to the resuscitated Lityerses-song in the Phrygian
cornfield, and poor Thyrsis fades away into an echo. “‘ Man
gave thee nothing 1’ .
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ArTHOUGH Zoffany has been regarded with a constantly
increasing interest, the very handsome volume published
at the Bodley Head is the earliest attempt which has been
made to collect in one shape all that can at present be re-
covered as to the facts of his career. The work of the editors
has been thus divided ; the writing, critical and descriptive,
is done by Dr. Williamson, Lady Victoria Manners, who is
an accomplished painter in water-colours, being engaged on
the discovery of the pictures in private collections, and on
their examination. That fresh material has turned up to the
very last is proved by the presence of “ Addenda and Corri-
genda,’”’ supplemented by ‘‘ Further Addenda and Corri-
genda,” while one very important fact, the date of Zoffany’s
birth, appears to have been discovered too late even to be
secured on a slip. There follows a certain confusion, due
to the lack of positive information with regard to the painter’s
early life. It is still not explained why, if Zoffany was born,
as is now stated, at Frankfort, in 1735, he has always hitherto
—even by Mr. Austin Dobson in The Dictionary of National
Biography—been represented as born at Ratisbon, in 1733.
On his tomb in Kew can be read the statement that he
‘““ died November 11, 1810, aged 87 years,” which points
to his having been born in 1723. But, in the absence of
other evidence, this date seems too early.

Zoffany was one of the numerous foreign artists who,
in the middle of the eighteenth century, were attracted to
this country by the development of taste and connoisseur-
ship in England. On the whole, the advent of these aliens
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must be looked upon as advantageous, since they gave
firmness and weight to the English tradition without having
turned the native school aside from its original line of
advance. Johann Zoffany (or Zoffanij) was a Bohemian
Jew whose father was a cabinet-maker and decorator in
Prague, and afterwards Court Architect in Ratisbon to the
Prince of Thurn and Taxis, What is reported of the early
life of the future painter gives a tantalising suggestion
of picturesque adventure in the best eighteenth-century
tradition.

Apprenticed as a boy to a maker of religious pictures,
called Speer, at the age of thirteen, Zoffany ‘‘ borrowed "’
a substantial sum in gold by breaking open his father’s
desk. Jumping upon a timber-raft on the Danube, he
floated down to Vienna, and made his way to Rome,
where he studied painting. Ultimately returning to
Germany, he married a priest’s niece with a small fortune
of her own. His wedded life was unhappy, and he started
for London, about the age of twenty-six (or thirty-eight 1),
* with some trifle short of a hundred pounds of his wife’s
money,” with which, as he reported long afterwards, *“1
commenced Maccaroni, bought a suit @ la mode, a gold
watch and a gold-headed cane.” These purchases were
most injudicious, and the young gentleman seems to have
had deplorable views regarding the cash of his relatives,
but the final touch is very pleasing. Zoffany is the typical
Maccaroni among the painters of his time.

But, even now, Dr. Williamson has little but gossip
to depend upon. The date 1761 is fixed by a drawing
signed and dated in that year. Horace Walpole says
that the Maccaroni Club of a year or two later ““is com-
posed of all the travelled young men, who wear long curls
.-and spying glasses.” In the National Portrait Gallery’s
picture our travelled young man certainly wears very
long curls, and has an air of infinite foppishness. This
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could not survive the hundred pounds, and the next light
thrown on the ingenuous alien is the following passage—
detestably vivacious, it is true, but probably accurate.
Pasquin says :(—

‘“ He lodged in the attic tenement of a Mr. Lyons, a
kind of Hebrew, who resided in Shire Lane, near Temple
Bar; his fortunes were then so low that his cates were
more scarce than rare. The harp of his fathers was hung
on a willow in the desert, and there was no musick in his
soul. At this eventful epoch the heavy clouds which
darkened his existence began to pass away: he saw the
promised Canaan in a vision, and his nerves were restrung
by fortitude.”

In plainer words, he was introduced to Wilson, by whom
he was employed to paint draperies, and by Rimbault
to decorate clocks. In the former capacity he was dis-
covered by Garrick, and he “ now journied through life
on a path of roses.” Zoffany rapidly discovered the talent
which accompanied him through the rest of his career,
namely, the knack of painting lively and natural groups
of actors and actresses on the stage. Dr. Williamson
has proved that Lord Durham’s picture of Garrick and Mrs.
Cibber was exhibited at the new Society of Artists so early
as 1762, and he gives a reproduction of this admirable
work, in which all the characteristics of Zoffany’s intimate
and genial art are displayed.

Dr. Williamson, however, does not mention, what is
surely of interest, that *“ The Farmer’s Return from London,”
a scene from which is here illustrated, was written by
Garrick. The original quarto has a frontispiece by Hogarth,
who thus comes into rivalry with Zoffany, who owed so
much to his example. Dr. Williamson quotes Walpole’s
remark that Zoffany’s design was ‘‘ better than H ’s,”
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without apparently understanding it, perhaps through
not recollecting the design in the quarto. From this time
forwards the career of Zoffany is more and more clear to
us, illuminated by the dates of his numerous portraits,
groups, and compositions. We do not find that he ever
competed successfully, or even endeavoured to compete,
with Reynolds, Gainsborough, and Romney. in attracting
the most prominent public characters of the day to his
studio, but he had a very large clientéle among the country
squires of England, in whose houses Lady Victoria Manners
has actively and successfully searched for specimens.
After ten years industriously spent in painting, the
fever of travel once more seized the Bohemian artist, and
he formed the project of visiting the South Seas in company
no less distinguished than that of Captain Cook. Sir
Joseph Banks was to be of the party, and Zoffany was to
accompany the expedition as limner. The Navy Board,
however, would provide no ship better than one so unsea-
worthy that the pilot declined to take charge of her farther
than the Nore, which would be an inconspicuous fragment
of a voyage to Tahiti. A violent quarrel broke out between
Banks and the Navy Board, with the result that the former
withdrew, and Zoffany, who had spent over £rooo in
elaborate preparations for the expedition, was left with
all his objects upon his hands. But travel he must, so he
determined to go to Italy, sold the villa he had built on
the Thames, and settled with great éclat at Florence.
In the autumn of 1779 he returned once more to London.
He took a house in Albemarle Street, and another close
by the water’s edge at Strand-on-the-Green; the latter
residence still exists, little altered, if at all. Here we may
call up before our fancy the shallop which lay anchored
opposite, on which the ostentatious painter organised his
music parties, when his servants were put into liveries of
scarlet and gold with blue facings, and * several harps”
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contended on the deck with a harpsichord and various
other musical instruments. Of these concerts on the river
there are many records in paint, the most valuable being
" the group of the Sharp family in their barge, with Fulham
church in the background. The composition of this work
is perhaps a little crowded, but the treatment of the
individual heads is excessively clever, and as a record of
refined Georgian manners the picture is beyond price.
It is beautifully reproduced by Dr. Williamson, and alone
would justify the publication of this monograph.

Filled with dreams of ‘' limitless gold and lacs of rupees,”
Zoffany set sail for India in 1783. Here he painted nabobs
and nawabs, cock-fighters and colonels, Governor-generals,
and Maharajahs, to his heart’s content. He seems to have
been curiously affected by the Oriental arts, and his por-
trait of the Maratha chief, Sindhia, in the plate here (p. g6)
is exactly like a genuine Indian picture, This is said to be
the only work of European art which is now an object of
adoration; it is preserved in a small pagoda near Poonah.
All was brilliant success in India, but on the return voyage,
in 1790, the vessel was wrecked on the Andaman Islands;
the experiences of the passengers were almost too horrible
for credence, and before they were saved Zoffany was
struck down by paralysis. He recovered, and went on
painting for many years, but he never was again the man
he had been.

Dr. Williamson has shown such an infinity of research
in the pages of this magnificent volume that I hesitate
to suggest one line of investigation which he might have
carried out in greater detail. Zoffany was a close and eager
student of the stage, and his theatrical groups, in which
his part is often displayed at its highest point of eloquence
and adroitness, have a unique value as throwing light
on our theatrical history. Dr. Williamson is scornful
of the plays of the period, and declared that they are
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‘““dead.” This report of their death, like that of Mark
Twain, may prove exaggerated. Two plates here represent
Garrick and William Parsons in ‘‘ Lethe,” but I do not
see that there is in the text any suggestion of the date of
these two pictures, nor of what * Lethe” was. It would
have been worth while to explain that “ Lethe’ was a
farce by Garrick, first brought out in 1740, and then revived,
with the addition of ‘‘ Lord Chalkstone,” for Mrs. Clive’s
benefit in 1756. Neither of these occasions could have
any connection with Zoffany, but * Lethe” was again
revived before the King and Queen in 1777, and there can
be no doubt that this is the date of the two pictures.
Again, Mr. Evan Charteris’ admirable portrait of King
in the part of Lord Ogleby (that “ fleeting and fugacious
being”), in *“ The Clandestine Marriage” of the elder
Colman, one of the best of Zoffany's single figures, must
have been painted when the play was brought out at Drury
Lane in 1766 I do not find it noticed here that Samuel
Foote’s (he is strangely called “ —— Foote " in the index)
“Maid of Bath” was performed in 1771, though this
supplies the date for the painting; and similarly, the
“ Village Lawyer,” attributed to Macready, must belong
to 1795. But enough of this, which Dr. Williamson may
regard as purely pedantic. The comic drama of that age
is very far from being so contemptible as people who have
never examined it suppose. ‘‘ The West Indian” and
‘‘ The Clandestine Marriage,” to take two examples almost
at random, are amusing and well-written pieces which have
no smaller merit in their own kind than Zoffany’s pictures
haveinhis. Ilivein hope of seeing these and other Georgian
sentimental comedies revived by the members of some drama
society, who will find Zoffany of great help in the staging.
Zoffany is not in the very first line even of the painters
of his own age, but he has an independent value which
will preserve his reputation as long as that of any of them.
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He is curiously unequal, as we may see for ourselves if we .
examine the plates in Dr. Williamson’s volume, nearly two
hundred in number. He is sometimes very stiff in his draw-
ing, and clumsy in his composition, while he is particularly
unfortunate now and then in his wooden treatment of
the human leg. But in his best groups, such as that of
‘“ The Warren Hastings Family,” he contrives to give each
of his heads an individual character which his most eminent
contemporaries could not surpass. Occasionally, as in the
“ Wandering Minstrels’’ at Parma, and in “ The Porter
and the Hare,” he seems to me to be competing consciously
with Murillo.

But his chief characteristic was his pleasure in transcribing
the upper middle-class life of his day in its intimate recrea-
tions. In this he was encouraged by his extraordinary
fondness for brilliant colour, appropriate to an age when
the gentlemen were no less gay than the ladies in their
sumptuous velvets and satins. But one opportunity has
been neglected. It must be a matter of lasting regret that
Zoffany omitted to paint for posterity Dr. Oliver Goldsmith
in his coat of Tyrian bloom and blue silk breeches.
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It was high time that some one should retrieve the
reputation of a great writer to whom the nineteenth century
was markedly ungrateful. We have never been confronted
by a direct attack on the work of Massinger, although
Coleridge and, long afterwards, Leslie Stephen said things
about him which produced a lowering effect on his readers,
but rather by an advance in height of all his immediate
contemporaries while he has remained stationary. There
was nothing violent, nothing volcanic about the candid
and sensible genius of Massinger, and he offered little oppor-
tunity for those preposterous raptures which have been
squandered on Ford and Tourneur. Hence, while they
and other portents of the Elizabethan and Jacobean age
have been welcomed with romantic fury, Massinger has
been, not exactly repudiated, but let alone. Those who
marched with flags to fling themselves at the feet of Webster
merely touched their sombreros lightly as they hurried
past the figure of Massinger. To-day it is not a critic of
dramatic literature, but a professor of Greek (who is also
a Canon of the cathedral of Durham) who brings forward
an apology for Massinger which is full of instruction, and
as admirably persuasive in tone as it is modest and moderate
in statement. Mr. Cruickshank’s volume is a contribution
to knowledge and taste which claims a substantial welcome,
No student of our old drama can afford to neglect it.

The depreciation of Massinger is commonly attributed
to Charles Lamb, and Mr, Cruickshank speaks repeatedly
of Lamb’s * unfairness’’ and chilliness. I think this
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is somewhat exaggerated; Coleridge is ‘ unfair” to Mas-
singer, but if we look closely we see in Lamb, not injustice,
so much as inadvertence. Mr. Cruickshank has not called
attention to the passage in which Lamb, writing to Coleridge
so early as 1796, demands his admiration of beauties in
the language of A Very Woman. At that time he admired
Beaumont and Fletcher next after Shakespeare, but he
adds that ‘‘ Massinger treads close on their heels.”

As Lamb advanced in knowledge many rivals for his
partiality pushed in, and Massinger ceased to occupy his
thoughts. Still, when in 1808 he published Specimens of
English Dramatic Poets, the book which has had a far more
durable effect upon opinion than any other of its class,
Lamb gave long extracts from nine of Massinger’s best
plays. It is true that he projects but few of those notes
of enthusiasm which he gladly spares for his favourites, and
that he has a whimsical outburst at the end, where he
amazingly contends that Rowley and Middleton ‘‘had
both of them finer geniuses than’’ Massinger. Finally,
when Lamb published the Extracts from the Garrick Plays,
in 1827, he omitted Massinger altogether, but as he was
dealing almost exclusively with minor writers, this was
perhaps a compliment.

The opinion of Charles Lamb is a matter of important
conjecture, because, for the last hundred years, that opinion
has carried preponderating weight in all our critical judg-
ments. Lamb spoke of Massinger in 1796 as having become
difficult to procure, but in 1805 Gifford produced a hand-
some and competent edition which placed the-playwright
on the shelves of every gentleman’s library. It has been
suggested that the political hatred of Gifford indulged in
by all the Liberal poets and critics affected their attitude
to Massinger as Gifford’s protégé, but Gifford also edited
Ben Jonson, Ford, and Shirley. We need not be so ingenious.
The fact is that Massinger had suited the temper of the
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eighteenth century better than any other dramatist except
Shakespeare. The admiration of the other Elizabethan
and Jacobean poets had not yet set in.,

Well known is Landor’s outburst about the oak of Arden
with the mushrooms gathered round its base. To sober
eighteenth-century judgment there seemed nothing out-
rageous in regarding Ford and Marston as toadstools,
and poisonous toadstools into the bargain. Shakespeare
was not so much the divine leader of a choir as a god among
pygmies. Meanwhile, Massinger, with what Isaac Reed
in 1782 called his * vast treasury of entertainment and
delight,”” was thoroughly admired. He stood, a graceful
birch-tree between the Oak of Arden and the toadstools.
In his indignant assertion of the genius of such ‘‘ toadstools”
as Webster and Heywood and Dekker, it would naturally
not occur to Lamb as necessary to dwell upon the merit
of Massinger, and so that poet withdrewinto the background.

People who argue that Shakespeare cannot have existed
because we know so little about his life, will be pained to
observe that we know still less about Massinger’s. He
was born at Salisbury in 1584, perhaps in Wilton itself,
since his father was house-steward to successive Earls
of Pembroke. Here is an opportunty for the builders
of mares’ nests to allege that A New Way to Pay Old Debts
was really written by William Herbert, Shakespeare’s
friend. We believe that Massinger, after a period at
Oxford, went up to London and lived for more than thirty
years by revising old plays and writing a multitude of new
ones. He certainly died in Southwark, and was buried
on March 18, 1640, in St. Saviour’s, ‘‘a stranger” and
‘“ accompanied by comedians.”

Professor Cruickshank has been unable to add to this
extremely meagre record, which he has stripped of some
rags of fable. He is very cautious in conjecture, but he
develops a pleasant theory that perhaps Massinger studied
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medicine. Doctors are very frequently introduced into
his plays, and usually in a flattering manner, unlike the
customary gibes of the playwrights from Moli¢re to Mr.
Shaw. For instance, in 4 Very Woman, we read an address

to a surgeon, beginning :(—

* Rise, Thou bright star of knowledge,
Thou honour of Thy art, Thou help of nature,
Thou glory of our academics | ”

Such language must have been gratifying to a profession
which was more often applied to than appreciated, but it
might be suggested that Massinger’s marked partiality
for doctors arose not from himself having been a medical
student, but from his having been cured of some dangerous
illness by a physician.

In general, Mr. Cruikshank adheres to the assignation
of Massinger’s part in the works of other poets which was
very carefully made by Boyle forty years ago. Critics
have not gone further than that without having to retrace
their steps. As every one knows who has approached the
subject, the constant collaboration of our old playwrights
introduces an element of hopeless uncertainty into the
analysis of their works. In unskilful hands this endless
guessing grows very tiresome, and we suffered unspeakably
from the ingenuity of Furnivall and Fleay. Mr. Cruick-
shank, happily, has no great appetite for these divagations,
and he has found enough to do in examining the magnificent
tragi-comedies which no one disputes to be Massinger’s.

I say ‘ tragi-comedies’’ advisedly, because I conceive
his civilised and reasonable genius to have been always
at its happiest when it foresaw that its tragic story would
have a serene ending. He is the most Shakespearean of
his generation in this fespect, and I am glad to find Sir
Sidney Lee dwelling upon “ the almost magical success”
with which Massinger echoes Shakespeare’s tones. Pro-
fessor Cruickshank develops this theme with persistency,
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and gives us a whole bouquet of passages in which the
younger has not so much imitated as evinced his apprecia-
tion of the beauties of the elder.

The only fault of Mr, Cruickshank’s book, so far as I can
discover, is one very rare at the present day—namely,
that it is too short. His examination of the works of
Massinger is wide without being wearisome, and the illustra-
tion of the poet’s variety and range of style admirable.
Technical questions are relegated to a series of appendices,
so as not to disturb the general reader in his perusal of the
text. The two points on which I should welcome a certain
expansion are these. In the first place, the relation of
Massinger to the French stage of his time is a matter to
which, I think, no critic in either country has given atten-
tion. The two dramatic literatures were then running side
by side for a few years, after having been leagues apart in
Jodelle and Marlowe, and before the final rupture.

During this period there were two poets who came, I
think, nearer to one another than any other two French
and English poets have come before or since—I mean
Rotrou and Massinger. I wish that Mr. Cruickshank
would follow up this hint. Rotrou was the younger, but
more than twenty-five of his plays were acted, and I think
printed, before Massinger died. Compare The Virgin Martyr
with Saint Genest; the parallel is very curious. Here is
Rotrou’s own description of his aim in poetry :—

*“ La douceur du discours, la beauté des 3
Les rimes, qui ne sont ni faibles ni fo

Et la forme du style ont de si doux :PP”
Que le plus grand censeur ne s’en defendrait pas.”

For “ rimes’ read *“ blank verse,” and what could more
perfectly describe the ardent but sedate sensibility of
Massinger’s genius ?

The other point on which Ishould welcome some expansion
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is the effect of Massinger’s plays on the drama of the late
eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries. They began
to be revived in the beginning of George IIl.’s reign,when
no other Elizabethan dramatist but Shakespeare was
tolerated. The Roman Actor was particularly successful,
and The City Madam (altered as Riches, and “ judiciously
pruned ”’ by Sir James Bland Burgess) had several runs at
Drury Lane. Playgoers declared that ‘‘ there cannot in
language be found anything stronger than the effect pro-
duced’’ by the magic portrait of Sophia in The Picture.
A New Way to Pay Old Debts was frequently revived, and
Byron witnessed it with “ an agony of reluctant tears and a
choking shudder.” It is to be remembered, however,
that Kean was playing Sir Giles Overreach and that Byron
was often hysterical after dinner.

The result of all this is to be seen, I think, in the dramatic
blank verse of the Kean and Siddons period, which professed
to be Shakespearean, but which was much more closely
modelled on Massinger. Any one who glances at the once-
popular plays of writers like Maturin and Sheridan Knowles
must acknowledge this, and as these writers set the fashion
in theatrical blank verse for more than half a century, the
influence of Massinger seems to be more considerable than
is commonly acknowledged.

One of Mr. Cruickshank’s appendices deals at full length,
and for the first time, with a subject very interesting to
me—namely, with the quartos which I possess containing
corrections believed to be in Massinger’s handwriting.
In 1877, when he was breaking up his home in Clifton,
John Addington Symonds gave me a thick volume con-
taining eight first editions of Massinger. In handing me
the book, Symonds pointed out to me that six of the plays
had contemporary corrections in ink, and he said that there
was a “ tradition”’ that they were in the handwriting of
Massinger himself, The volume had come from the Harbord
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library at Gunton, in Norfolk, and was sold, with other
old books, at the death of the fourth Lord Suffield in 1853.
Symonds bought it of an Oxford bookseller when he was an
undergraduate.

I have no skill in MSS., but in 1882 Swinburne made a
careful examination of the corrections, and again in 1883,
when he urged that they should be published. He spoke
about them to A. H. Bullen, who also examined them, and
agreed with Swinburne that they were made by Massinger
himself. Bullen had some thought then of publishing a
Massinger, in which he would have recorded the emendations.
Nothing, however, was done with them, but at last Mr.
Cruickshank has copied and printed them all. The copy
of The Duke of Milan has a MS. “M” at the end, which
may be Massinger’s signed initial. I am determined to
believe that it is.
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LoNGg a prominent figure, the smiling and ringletted
presence of Mary Russell Mitford has been fading into the
background since Mr. L’Estrange published his final
edition of her Friendships in 1882. She has riow been for
so long ““ taken for granted ”’ that it is high time to recon-
sider her place in literature, which is not inconsiderable.

She was born when Gibbon and Burke were still alive, and
she retained to the last a touch of eighteenth-century
precision. But essentially she was a pioneer of the nine-
teenth, and in her unobtrusive way she was a creator of a
new mode of writing which is more current to-day than
ever it was. An early admirer called her ‘‘ a prose Cowper,
without his gloom or bitterness.” - Certainly Mary Mitford,
in all her difficult existence, never found time to be either
bitter or gloomy; and she was so conspicuously sane that
it seems hard to compare her with a disordered intellect.
But the parallel has this measure of truth in it, that both
Cowper and she excelled when they threw off all traces of
contemporary pomposity, and fixed their attention on
intimate rustic incidents, on what used to be called “ rural
delineation.”

Miss Mitford’s contribution to English literature was a
nervous, buoyant mode of bringing up a country scene
before us in pure and sprightly prose. She is minutely
picturesque, as the painter Birket Foster was in the next
generation. She takes us along winding lanes under the
shaken blossoms of the blackthorn, where we meet a
company of little, rosy, smiling girls, with straw baskets
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in their hands, accompanied by * a sedate and venerable
donkey.” Nobody had rendered this sort of rural scene
quite so vividly until she began to write, and since the
publication of Our Village everybody has been able to do it.

Mary Russell Mitford was born in Hampshire, in 1787.
Her parents crossed over into Berkshire when she was a
little child, and she ‘died in that county in 1855. No life
could be more stationary, and her composure accorded with
her character, which was singularly serene. She said of
herself—it is part of a beautiful passage in The Young
Market-Women—'' 1 am the very bond-slave of habit—
love old friends, old faces, old books, cld scenery, old
flowers, old associations of every sort and kind.” If she
was accustomed to an object, and had known it all her life,
she could see no fault in it. This is the only way to explain
her extraordinary, her exasperating optimism, which was
exercised upon all sorts of unworthy subjects, but most of
all upon her dreadful father. Dr. Mitford was a person
whose faults would seem exaggerated in comic drama. He
began as a young physician without a practice, who, when
““a brief career of dissipation had reduced his pecuniary
resources to the lowest possible ebb,” married an ugly,
unprotected orphan, much older than himself, who possessed
a large fortune at her own command. This latter he soon
dispersed in extravagance and ostentation, never attempt-
ing to do one hour’s work in the rest of his long life. He
had rough manners and a loud way of talking, and he was a
confirmed gambler, but he had a certain insinuating charm.

His doting daughter says that he was *‘ one of the finest
whist-players of his time,” but his skill did not prevent him
from constantly losing. Just when he had run through
his wife's fortune his little daughter of nine years old (Mary
Russell was their only offspring) rescued him from a
debtor’s prison by winning £20,000 in a lottery. This he
promised to settle on the child, but he did nothing of "the




Miss Mitford 161

kind. By the time she was grown up he had wasted most
of it in personal indulgence. In process of time he lived
wholly upon the labours of his daughter’s pen. He was a
selfish rascal without a virtue, except a surprising beauty of
face, which he preserved to a very old age. He was far
more like Harold Skimpole than poor Leigh Hunt ever
was; and this detestable creature was flattered, adored, and
exonerated to the last by the daughter whose whole career
was sacrificed to his selfishness. ‘‘ It's human nature ; but,
if so, oh ! isn’t human nature low? ”’ as the poet exclaims.

Mary Mitford had been a precocious child, excessively
given to books and to conversation with grown-up people.
When she was fifteen it occurred to her to write, and she
composed an essay on “ Balloons,” which has not been
preserved. She began to write with great hesitation, due
to the fact that she had been trained in the taste of the
eighteenth century, and was already shaken by the new
Romantic movement. The publication of Campbell’s
poems in 1809 was a critical event in her career; she wrote
that she would give ten years of her life to have written
‘““ Hohenlinden,” and that * Gertrude of Wyoming" was
“the most exquisite of all human productions.,” She
thought she had found her mission, and she plunged with
great assiduity into the publication of verse, producing
from 1810 onwards in rapid succession six or seven little
volumes. '

The first of these was savagely pulled to pieces by the
Quarterly Review, an incident which, so far from depressing
Mary Mitford, proved to be her baptism of fire, since it
turned her from an amateur into a professional writer.
All sorts of eminent persons—Coleridge, Lord Holland,
Tom Moore, Campbell himself—revised her poems in MS.
They were successful with the public; a clergyman pre-
tended to have written them; and by the time she was
seven-and-twenty she was “ quite a little goddess.” She

M ,
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‘ blushed like a boiled lobster” when the Dukes of Kent
and Sussex drank ““ Thanks to Miss Mitford”’ at a public
dinner, with a flourish of drums and trumpets. All this
was in 1814, while Byron was fluttering the dovecots with
his Grecian tales, and she was positively his rival. The
odd thing is that this voluble output of popular verse had
no real significance, except so far as it prepared her for
prose. Of Miss Mitford’s odes, and tales, and songs, and
epistles not a single one has survived.

She herself felt the futility of her poems, and she left
off writing for several years. But the family, owing to
Dr. Mitford’s unspeakable conduct, fell into dire poverty.
Mary Russell, whom Mr. L’Estrange aptly compares with
the Doll’s Dressmaker in Our Mutual Friend, had to take
up her pen to support the old wretch in his idleness. She
turned to prose, and she made a careful study of her elder
contemporaries, Miss Edgeworth and Mrs. Opie; but the
influence of Gilbert White was stronger with her. Her
own peculiar talent had been revealed in a letter (dated
April 5, 1812) to her admirable friend, Sir William Elford,
that amateur who excelled in all the professions. In this
letter she describes in the inimitable manner which was
later to become identified with Our Village, a ramble in
the Berkshire fields. But for the time being this gift of
hers was in abeyance, and she left her callow goslings and
frisking lambs and laughing children for more sententious
subjects.

It is not quite clear how she paid her way, but evidently
she made a small regular income by her pen, and by editing
keepsakes and annuals. If there was any margin after
the butcher and the baker had been met, * the naughtiest
of all naughty papas”’ (this is the harshest epithet she ever
brought herself to use) immediately spent it on luxuries.
In 1820 the Mitfords, who were now ‘‘ almost penniless,”
were obliged to move into a labourer’s cottage in the
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hamlet of Three Mile Cross, and Mary, at her wits’ end for
a little cash, bethought her that if Sheridan Knowles had
made money by Virginius, why should not she write a
play? Thus began her brief, but very surprising dramatic
career, during which she managed to produce, without a
failure, and with one brilliant success (Rsenzs), half a dozen
blank-verse tragedies, on the proceeds of which she kept
the pot boiling.

But before this she had begun to work the far more
richly-laden mine of rural prose, prefigured in her letter to
Elford. She expanded her observations of country life
into little papers, which she offered in succession to the
leading magazines. Strangely enough, though she had by
this time a very wide circle of admirers, the form of these
papers being novel, the editors were suspicious, and they
were repeatedly rejected. It seems—this is not quite
clear—to have been Charles Lamb who perceived the
enchanting merit of these pastorals, and who urged them
on the editor of the Lomdon Magazine. They began to
appear there, were universally liked, and this was the
beginning of Our Village, on which Miss Mitford was engaged
for the next twelve years, publishing the chapters serially,
and then collecting them (between 1824 and 1832) in five
successive volumes. To these followed the three volumes
of Belford Regis, in which Reading is the local centre.

All this mass of buoyant, sunshiny literature, full of
laughter and wit, all this conscious worship of the delights
of a beautiful world, was composed in a cottage, by an
invalid who, though she was never heard to complain, had
afterwards to confess that during the long period of her
authorship “fear and anxiety' had never been absent’
from her home. In 1837 this state of things was somewhat
relieved by a civil list pension. Even that meant a pine-
apple for Papa. He died at last, at a very great age, and
his daughter was inconsolable.
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The most remarkable episode in Miss Mitford’s life was
her friendship with Elizabeth Barrett, whom she met at
Kenyon’s house in 1836. Her account of the meeting is
classic. They were violently attracted to each other,
despite the disparity of their ages, and they immediately
plunged into an intimacy which death alone destroyed.
Miss Mitford wrote that her attitude to Miss Barrett was
that of a mother to a son; she shared her intellectual
ambitions, and constantly urged her on to more daring
experiments. But mothers do not always like their sons
to marry, and it was unfortunate that when Robert Brown-
ing came upon the scene Mary Mitford did not rise to the
occasion. It appears that E. B. B., who was morbidly
sensitive, had just reached the point of divulging her
amazing secret, when Miss Mitford, whether innocently or
maliciously, said something derogatory about Browning.
The quivering poetess immediately became a fountain
sealed, and her affection for her old friend, whom she
usually found “ sprinkled, as to the soul, with meadow
dews,” suffered a temporary abatement.

Miss Mitford discovered Miss Barrett at this time to be
strangely * perverse and capricious,” but whether she sus-
pected the truth, seems to be uncertain. Probably she did,
for when the amazing marriage came off, she showed neither
petulance nor surprise. The friendship was resumed, and it
was Miss Mitford—and this showed a forgiving spirit—who
preserved and privately printed at Reading the Sonnets,
afterwards styled, ‘‘ from the Portuguese,” in 1847. In the
new excitements of Italy and an adoring husband Mrs.
Browning a little resented the *‘ powerful vitality, rustling
all over with laces and flowers,” of her tyrannical old female
adorer in Berkshire, but there fell no breach between them,
and when, in January 1855, in consequence of a carriage
accident, Miss Mitford died, there was sincere and lasting
sorrow in the household at Casa Guidi.
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No son-in-law was ever more solicitous than is Mr.
Birrell to keep alive the memory of his wife’s father. Ever
since the death of Locker-Lampson he has, by persistent
and judicious editing and annotating, prevented the
possibility of our forgetting the accomplished author of
London Lyrics. 1 do not know that he has ever done this
more efficiently than in the introduction to the xgoo
Appendix to the Rowfant Library, but that is not a book
which is in every one’s hand. Perhaps I am mistaken, but
in the eighty-four pages of purely biographical matter
with which his Character Sketch opens, I trace a little
fatigue, as though the pious task had been repeated rather
frequently.

I am no enemy to divagation in its proper place, and Mr.
Birrell is a master of the disjointed style. Nevertheless, I
think he is somewhat slow in getting to his subject in the
beginning of this character sketch, and a little too ready to
wander ‘from his—I admit—rather elusive theme. It is
difficult to see that the Nelson, Washington, and Cobbett
letters have any place in the picture. This discursiveness
excepted, nothing but commendation can be given to the
sympathetic and accurate picture of a very graceful figure.
But there is no index to a book which pre-eminently needs
one, and for this monstrous omission the publishers ought
to be led out and shot.

Mr. Birrell claims our respect for Locker on the ground
of five things which he did, each of them solitary, for he

was an instance of quality, not quantity. The five are a
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single volume of poems, a single anthology, a collection of
quotations, an autobiography, and the formation of a
library. Every candid person acquainted with the facts
must admit that he performed these five acts well; we
may wonder that he did not essay some of them twice.
Mr. Birrell makes a brave show in favour of all five, but I
confess that they do not appear to me of equal value.

I do not know how it is possible not to give the primacy
to the poems, which were first published, in 1857, as London
Lyrics, and were added to and manipulated in numerous
editions almost to the end of Locker’s life, yet remained
essentially his one conspicuous contribution to letters:
Comment is useless when Mr. Austin Dobson-has summed
up, once for all, the quality of Locker’s verse :—

‘“ Apollo made, one April day,
A new thing in the rhyming way;
Its turn was neat, its wit was clear,
It wavered ’twixt a smile and tear;
Then Momus gave a touch satiric,
And it became a ‘ London Lyric.’ ”

I mourn that Mr. Birrell quotes this sexain so inaccurately
as to deprive it of much of its merit.

The present age has completely lost the delicate art
of vers de société, which réached an extremity of elegance
in Praed, whose disciple—though not whose imitator—
Locker was. We may study the development of these
exercises on the lighter lyre, through Thackeray, Calverley,
Locker, Oliver Wendell Holmes, Austin Dobson, and J. K.
Stephen. With the last-mentioned the art declined and
disappeared, since in the pointed and sardonic verse of
Mr. H. Belloc we have an entirely different thing, and go
back almost to the roughness of Hudibras and Oldham.
The Victorian vers de société was as light as thistledown,
and if it contained a thorn of satire, the sharpness was lifted
on the softest of airy vans.
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No one celebrates the gaiety and sadness of Rotten Row
now as Locker did fifty years ago :—

 For where is now the courtly troop
That once rode laughing by ?
I miss the curls of Cantilupe,
The laugh of Lady Di;
.They all could laugh from night to morn,
And Time has laughed them all to scorn.”

If any haughty young Georgian sneers at this manner of
writing, let him try to reproduce the elegant pathos of it.
He will find the trick no easy one.

Frederick Locker was often drawn and painted, but there
exists one consummate portrait of him, which Mr. Birrell
wisely reproduces in the volume before me. It was exe-
cuted in 1872 by George Du Maurier, and it is one of the
happiest works of the kind ever engraved. It brings the
London Lyrist before me exactly as I knew him first, two
or three years later, with his slight upright figure in the
impeccable frock-coat, standing with his hands behind his
back, and warming his coat-tails before the fire at 25,
Chester Street, while he listened with indulgence, benevo-
lent and sardonic, to the outpourings of a visitor. There
were many points of moral resemblance between Du
Maurier and Locker, and this portrait is a triumph of
sympathy. But the poet was less self-sustained than the
painter, and was more completely dependent upon society.

No one can conceive Frederick Locker on a desert island,
unless, like the Admirable Crichton, he had a group of
persons of quality to take care of. He was in the unusual
condition of having more pride than vanity, and he felt it
no sacrifice to yield the latter to the caprices of men whom
he knew to be greater than himself. He was not the dupe
of their foibles, but he loved their greatness, and he was well
content to play second-fiddle in their orchestra. Indeed,
he wore humility as a kind of shield, and sometimes rather

/
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overdid the modest air which opened every door to his
delicate pertinacity. The man who satisfies a ceaseless
intellectual curiosity probably squeezes more out of life
in the long run than any one else. Locker was the type
of the good-natured spectator in the theatre of London
society, with the addition, which lifted him to a higher
level than the mere Creevys and Seniors, that he could on
occasion take the stage with a very pretty and perfect little
performance of his own.

Locker’s relations with the big-wigs of his time, on the
respectful but self-respecting basis which I have indicated,
are pleasantly illustrated by the letters which Mr. Birrell
has printed. They display him on familiar terms with
some of the most formidable figures of the age—with
Tennyson, whose son married Locker’s daughter; with
Froude, in a very bad temper, ‘ like a dog with a tin-kettle
tied to its tail, and all the old women in the parish shrieking
and throwing stones at me’’ ; with Thackeray, ingeniously
explaining away the awkwardness of being black-balled
for a club; with George Eliot, on the high horse, deploring
““ that it is my habit never to return visits.”” These letters,
with those from Browning, Rossetti, Swinburne, Matthew
Armnold, and the rest, are not very important in themselves,
most of them, in fact, being notes of civility, but they show
what an intimate fireside place was reserved for the London
Lyrist at all these exclusive hearths.

By far the best of the letters are those from the poets of
Locker’s own class, with whom he preserved a friendship
which was wholly untinged by jealousy. Those from
Oliver Wendell Holmes and C. S. Calverley are the best of
all. Locker’s association with the former began as early
as 1858, when Holmes responded with cordial fulness to
the first little gift of Londos Lyrics, in whose author,
indeed, he might well feel that he had found the most
skilful of all his disciples. Calverley, who was ten years
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Locker’s junior, appears on the scene in 1868, and his early
letters, before the accident which clouded his luminous
intelligence, are of singular interest from a technical point
of view.

The fame of a collector rarely survives the dispersal of
his collections, but Locker continues to be proverbial
among those who have bought books with fervour and
discrimination. To Mr. Birrell’s account of the Rowfant
Library I must, however, be allowed to offer a few supple-
mentary remarks. In his final summary of the achieve-
ment of Frederick Locker I should have been glad to see
inserted some more exact account of the character and
history of his famous collection of books. Mr. Birrell does
not mention that it was sold in December 19o4, to Mr.
E. D. Church, of New York, for £40,000. The books were
shipped to America intact, and Mr. Church then took from
among them all that were suitable to his own taste. The rest
he sold, and many of the treasures (for example, the noble
copy of the Kilmarnock Burns and the unique “ trial-books”’
given by Tennyson to Locker) came back to England.

After the death of Mr. Church, his library was in turn
sold intact to Mr. H. E. Huntington, so that the best
Rowfant specimens have been absorbed into the still more
remarkable collection of the last-named bibliophile. Mr.
Birrell quotes with indignation the statement of an enemy
that ‘“ most of [Locker’s] rarest books are miserable copies,”
and says, very justly, that * spitefulness here degenerates
into falsehood.” He is, however, not wholly aware of the
opportunity given to the blasphemy by some of the books
themselves. The condition of the Rowfant Library was
in the main poor. The reason of this was twofold: the
larger portion of the early literature had been acquired
while Locker was a Government clerk with slender means;
and in those days * condition’’—now all-important—was
disregarded.
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Locker had an amusingly exaggerated idea of the value
of his name. He once told a collector that he considered
that if he bought a poor copy of a rare book, or a print
deprived of margins, and then mended it and wrote a
statement upon it, his autograph inscription would fully
compensate for the defect. This, of course, was a delusion ;
and the family acted very wisely in selling the library en
bloc to a private purchaser. In the auction-room the
inequality of ‘‘ condition” would have sorely affected the
prices. When the volumes Mr. Church did not wish to
keep were sent back to England on approval, an honest
bibliophile, devoid of all sentimentality, was asked by
another collector to give an opinion on the Comus of 1637,
to which Mr. Birrell rashly calls our particular attention.
The reply was what Victorian contemporaries used to call a
‘““ stunner,” for the expert curtly reported “ the Comus is a
miserable, worn-out, defective Beast !’

I believe that a perfectly candid description of the
Rowfant books as a whole would say that they were
genuine, often rare, mostly perfect, many repaired, a few
very fine indeed, but in their average condition poor. I
am afraid that Mr. Birrell will look upon this summary as
devoid of enthusiasm, but it is set down carefully and
without malice. When the worst has been said, the
Rowfant Library was a magnificent performance for a man
of Locker’s means.

Mr. Birrell does well to emphasise the kindly side of the
poet’s nature, and his determination to please. “ He
really took too much pains about it, exposing himself to
rebuffs and misunderstandings; but he was not without
his rewards.” He loved to give gifts, and he generally
accompanied them with a few words of delicate compli-
ment, watching the recipient through his eye-glass, to taste,
like a gourmet, the little start of amusement or surprise
which his courtesy awakened. There must be scores of
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these little tokens of kindness in existence. Here is one,
which has never been published, written in a copy of London
Lyrics, which he gave me in 1876 :—
‘‘ Our Poets, write they ill or well,
Complain their poems do not sell;
And yet how often we are told
‘The Poet does not rhyme for Gold.

I’'m satisfied that gold is dross,
And so I give my rhymes to Gosse.”

Frederick Locker—whom I find it impossible to think of
or to write of as Locker-Lampson—was a very characteristic
figure in the social pattern of his time. But he was more
than a welcome visitor at every fashionable house and a
presence which awakened excitement in every auction-
room; he was a man of letters, of exquisite probity, and a
loyal and unexacting friend. In his quiet way he was an
atom of personality as penetrating as a grain of 